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CHAPTER XVI I. 

THE DAY AFTER. 

« I dream of love, enduring faith, a heart 
Mingled with mine — a deathless heritage, 
Which I can take imsullied to the stars, 
When the great Father calls his children home ; 
And in the midst of this elysian dream, 
Lo I gold! the demon gold!" 

BULWEB. 

It is a very old saying, aad doubtless the result 
of long observation, that the pleasures of the 
evening will seldom bear the reflection of the 
morning. The occasion of my waking, at a rather 
late hour, after the excitement of Sir Brutus 
Bouvarie's ball at Freshfield, was the first in my 
life on which I had ever felt the truth of this 
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« 

aphorism. What could have put the thought of 
it in my head I know not ; for it was one of that 
class of '' saws " which I could seldom^ if ever; 
have heard enunciated. However^ I did wake up 
with it in my mind^ accompanied by a feeling of 
depression and deep-seated uneasiness, which only 
found partial relief in sighs. 

The forms of my aunt and unde, in various 
attitudes of remonstrance and expostulation; and 
of my cousins — ^particularly the twins — ^in every 
variety of sniggering menace, passed before me. 

I wondered whether the sage who gave to the 
world the above-mentioned thisde for human don- 
keys as the result of his lucubratioiis, had himself 
ever been to a ball without permission; and if so, 
whether he had managed not to be* found out, and 
if he was found out, how he had acted. 

Above all these speculations, towering like the 
'^ raven o'er the infected house," rose the startling 
£Eu;t that it was now impemthre upon me to 
practise deception. I must be upon my guard 
whenever the ball beoame the subject of conver- 
sation; asit doubtless would be, for many a month 
toxome. 
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This feeling was intolerable, and made me almost 
hope that both Eric and myself had been Tooqg- 
nised ; for then^ at all eyents, I should be jseliered 
from the necesaily of having recoorse to deceit 

More tnmultaous emotiona may have caised the 
waves of my spirit, mors deep regrets > may have 
laid them low, many a time since &en; but 
this was my first great error^ and like all first 
errors was most bitterly Mt, and no less bitterly 
repented of. Alternations oil flushing and £aintness 
followed each other in rapid and ceaseless sueees* 
aion, duidiig the time I was dressing; until I felt 
ezfaaxisted and unfit for anything* There was one 
hope left to which I clung tenaciously, and thast 
was^ that at all events Eric would give me 
jQomxtenance^ and stand between thid ofieuded powezB 
and.my8ei£ 

^^WeU, child," said he, ^'last n^t's i&sab- 
pation has left its traces upon you, I see; but 
you meed not look aa if you had just buried 
your graadmotiseir. Come, let us have break- 
fittt ; a cup of tea is a sovereign remedy in such 

'^I have been thinking ever since I awc^, Er»^ 

B 8 
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of what we shall do when they all return from 
Freshfield." 

*' Do 1 " said ha *' Why, what do you always do?'' 

^' Run out to meet them, of course." 

" Well then, run out upon this occasion. Why 
not ? What is to prevent you ? " 

^'I feel ashamed and a&aid, Eric: suppose 
they recognised us last night I" 

*' Well, suppose they did ; what then ?" 

*' Suppose they did, Eric! What wiU Aunt 
Barbara say, or do ? " 

^'Wait and let us see how the land lies; and 
if the worst comes to the worst. 111 to the 
rescue." 

^'Eric, I wish most sincerely that we had not 
gone. I know that it is vain and perhaps weak 
to talk of regrets now, but I would give worlds 
not to have gone." 

*' Stuff 1" 

** Well, perhaps it may be stuff; but what a 
penalty I have to pay : — deception upon deception 
— ^to which I see no end. I almost hope that we 
were recognised; it would be a relief to me to 
feel sure that such was the case." 
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*' Keep your own counsel, Soph ; it will not be 
bad practice. If they put it to you point-blank, 
'Were you at the ball?' tell . the truth. If they 
do not, so much the better ; you need not enlighten 
them on the subject Perhaps by and by I may 
relieve you from fiirther deception, by telling them 
the story as a capital joke." 

For the moment, Eric's suggestion that he might 
possibly tell of our adventure (which to me at 
present seemed a terrible misadventure), was a 
great relief, and I almost felt that I could make a 
joke of it ; but gradually the old misery returned, 
and, as time wore on, my nervousness increased. 

The luncheon-bell was ringing when I heard 
the sound of wheels, and my heart died within 
me. To meet them in the old way I felt to be 
quite impossible. I hesitated; and most assuredly 
should not have gone down stairs, had not I heard 
Eric shout from below — > 

" Soph, where are you ? Here they come." 

The apparently delighted tone in which he 
summoned me gave me renewed confidence; and 
I descended, certainly rather slowly at first, but 
mending my pace as the turn in the stairs brought 
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m^ tnthin sight»^ Hor was tiie confideu c e- 1 Mt 
at' all damped by hearing my tmde chiding Erie 
for bemg on his feet. Thus enccnmiged^ I spcan^' 
forward to meet then; 

"Well, Soph," shoated my tinde^ " here ire all 
ara Hcnr hayeyontwogotonirithoiitiu?'' 

"Oh, very well, thank you, Unide.'' I had as 
yet: only snfficient confidence to address one at 
a time, and my voice soonded hollow and inard- 
cnlate to myself; bnt it evidently did not so strike 
them, for which I fok IhankfoL 

" So have we, chikL Magnificent ball ! — ^was it 
not. Mamma? — was it not, girls ? " 

" Very pretty sight indeed," responded my atmt, 
and the twinly echo; "bnt I don't know what 
Sir Bratns wonld have done without us." 

" Come, come, girls," cried my Uncle, " unpack ; 
oat with you : plenty of time to talk mattes over 
when we are safely housed onoe more, and have 
something to eat before us." 

Luncheon over, the budget of n ews was opened, 

♦ 

apod my difficolty began : not that I much feared 
I should oommit myself; no, Iwasfor too inteoady 
on the qui vwe hr that; bntitwas the deception 
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wUcIl hung aatnind me like a millratone, from the 
wei^ of which I could find no reUei 

^'Oh Soph^" said Angelica^ ''it was a glorious: 
ball^ a thing to he dreamed of— <siich dresses, snch 
mnsiCf such a sapper I ^ 

'' Tes," exdalmed Harold^ ''na end of a milifcaiy 
band ; no end of dandng, and flirting, and cham*' 
pagne." 

''Sofihezqnisite. flowers I" said Florence ; ''and 
all the officers were in nnifomu" 

"And such, creams," shonted the twins, in a 
fareaih* 

" We not wanted nothing bnt jou> Mademoisdle. 
Sophie, for to make oa qnite charming," kindly 
added Count Mas ; "and ce cAer Eric, I have wish 
for him two, tree times, but I know he not able 
to. come; 'tis grand pity he have e|n:ained his 
foot" 

This first e|acnIatory greeting oyer, Eric, in 
his quiet self-possessed way, commenced a seriea 
of questions. 

" Well, girls, and who was the belle of the ball? 
Jeannetta Devayne ? " 

" No; I should rather think not," shouted Harold.; 
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'* she looked hideous^ dressed as a broom-girl> and 
trying to be fanny; but Count Max soon 'shut 
her up ' by speaking to her in Dutch^ to which 
she could not answer a word." 

" So silly of her to choose anything national, 
when she knew nothing of the language/' suggested 
the twins* 

'' Charily, good people, charity for the absent," 
said Unde Denne. '^ I thought she looked very 
nice ; and how should she have known that any 
one would have been there who spoke Dutch? 
The North American Indian we saw capering 
about might as readily have expected to have 
been challenged in Cherokee." 

" Well, if not Miss Devayne, who was the queen 
of the night?" still persisted Eric." 

All eyes turned towards Angelica, who blushed 
violently, and then became deadly pale. 

" Oh, that was it, was it, eh ? And who took the 
part of Saladin, after all ?" 

*' Mr. Martin, and very well he looked," cried 
Hilda and her echo. 

'^And so did Mr. Wildman, as the King of 
Spades. Not a bad idea, was it," said Harold, 
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^'for a gentleman farmer to go as King of 
Spades?'' ^ 

" Martin I that name is new to me/' said Eric 

" Mr. Martin is a young lawyer from London, 
now staying with Sir Bratns/' Hilda breathlessly 
explained. 

"Yes, staying for a few days only," put in 
Elfrida, " and he is coming here to-morrow with Sir 
Brutus ; you will see him : he is so handsome ! " 

" By the by, Mr. Denne," said my Aunt, " Sir 
Brutus is coming over to-morrow to see you on 
particular business ; don't forget that" 

As my Aunt said this, I saw Eric looking at 
Angelica. My eyes followed his; at Harold I 
dared not venture to glance, though the impidse was 
strong to do so. 

Angelica was calm and colourless, but the veins 
in her throat were swollen like cordage. I looked 
gradually round the circle. 

Aunt Barbara was smiling blandly ; my ITnde 
looked very grave; the twins were giggling, as 
usual — ^inane atoms I Florence was whispering 
something to Louis Grey. At last my eyes stole 
a glance at Harold— one glance; but that told 
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vdomes. He was seemingly cataleplic; he en- 
denilj saw nolihing^ heard nothing: did he feel 
nothing? He wdll knew why Sir Bratos was 
coming over to^inonPDWi. and he well knew what 
would be ther conseqiienoe — but let lluKt pass. 

Count Mas was patiently peeling a peacL 

Here ensned one of those painfiil silences which^ 
as it were, throws its pall oyer persons who feel 
that a great catastrophe is nearnt hand— a calamity 
which might at one time have been avoided, but 
which is now borne onward by resstless fate. 

At last my XJnde, with an evident effort, tried, 
to break it by sayings — 

^^How weil Miss Crockett got herself up, to be 
sure, as Motter Bunch; and how amusing she 
was. I wish I could remember half die said about 
the various characters : she seemed to know every- 
body, disguised or not" 

My heart misgave me that ^p&Asxpa, althou^ 
my Uhde had &iled to discover us, Mbs Qrockett 
might have done so^ and yet I felt a sort of con- 
fidence that had sudi been the case, she would* 
not knowingly divulge the feet 

'^ Droll little woman,'' remarked Count Max, 
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at lait difleogaged finom llie inyestigation of Us 
peadt; ^lam laugh tilll am three quarters dead 
at heCi I go tell her the historie of ihe burial 
o£ Ghartemagiie; how his body be found entire 
as' he die^ npfdtting on his timone, with his vword 
to his hand ; and what you think die say ?— ^Ah^ 
monDien^ I am lan^ too much: she say, ^That 
die wonder the sanatory commission do. not inteiv 
fere to prevent himu And it would be a pretty 
thing if we was all to take de fancy in our heads 
to make de momies of our bodies. She nmdi 
wonder such a great kind of man like Charlemagne, 
he not show more sense than to go be stuffisd like 
de ladies' laps dogs.' I try to make her to under- 
stand his reason, but I lose my pains; she persist 
to say, 'He was a nasty fi^ow.' Ma foi, I have 
lan^^ till I get whatyou cril one stick at my side, 
at Ihat' dear old drolesse Madame Groggette ; abe 
always make me so fuxmy." 

Under cover of Ihte laughter ocoasioned by this 
acscoont of Count Meac's dialogue with Miss 
Crockett, Harold made his escape from the table. 

'^I wonder who those people were in Russian 
dresses," said Florence. " Does any one know ?" 
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I do/' said Hilda. '' They came from London; 
their name is Devayne, cousins of Jeannetta's. 
But who conld that hideous Wizard and the awful- 
looking Groblin^ who danced incessantly together, 
be? I asked one or two of my partners if they 
knew who they were, but none could tell me, so 
they must have kept the secret of their dresses 
very close. What bad taste, to go to a ball in 
such frightfrd costumes! I don't think it ought 
to be allowed. I stood quite dose to them several 
times during the evening, and they were repulsive 
to behold." 

** So they were," said Elfrida, " and I think they 
were two of the young Gaskells ; you know one of 
them is deformed." 

*' No, no," remarked Aunt Barbara; " the fiunily 
are all in deep mourning, so they would not be 
likely to go to a ball. They might have been 
two of the Boyces." 

'^No, my dear, that is impossible," affirmed 
Uncle Edward, ''for the whole fsunily are on 
the Continent" 

" Very true, so they are ; then who could they 
have been ? " 
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** Oh I I think I know now," suggested Hilda ; 
" they must have been two of the Hattons." 

^^ Relations of Sir Christopher Hatton's, perhaps/' 
added Eric, mildly ; '' and you knew them by the 
turning out of their toes." 

" How stupid you are," observed Elfrida. '* Who 
is Sir Christopher Hatton ? We know n6 one of that 
name ; and they did not turn out their toes remark- 
ably." 

" You are in toto in the dark, my good girl," 
answered Eric, '^ and no one but such a goose as 
you could have elicited such a miserable pun from 
me : of which I, even now, in this short space of 
time, feel desperately ashamed." 

" Did you think the Page was really so 
deformed as he looked, or was he only stu£fed out 
into a humpiy^umpiy ? " asked Hilda. 

^^ Aye, was he really a hunchback like that poor 
Quasimodo Mademoiselle M^janel used to tell us 
about? " chimed in the echo. 

" It appears to me," said Uncle Denne, *' that be 
they whom they may, they were the features of 
ihe evening; and if you can all of you suspend 
your futile speculations for the present, you will 
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be sure to bear who ibey were in less tban a 
week." 

My heart died within me at this diance remark 
o£ my Uncle's, and I looked across the table at Sric; 
but he was composed as ever, with eridently plen^ 
of impudence to spare ; for he quietly acquiesoed in 
the suggestion^ and actually appealed to me as to 
whether it was not the wisest thing they coold 
do. 

Neyer in my life did I also acquiesce.so readily 
in any suggestion as in this one^ for I was anxious 
to escape the proximity of such delicate ground. 
I felt afraid that at any moment some random 
remark might lead to detection, and therefore I 
briskly replied : '^Certainly, Eric, certainly; of what 
earthly use can it be to speculate about. hobgDb» 
lins, and such hideous ones, too? Let us be off 
and take a walk, or do something ; we are ixx> 
misettled to-day for reading, or music, or oonyecsar 
tion." 

^^ Come, then," said Eric; ^'and.Max, you come 
with us too." 

And thw the condaye difi^)ersed — ^the Wizard 
and his Page alike unknown. 



THE DAY AETEB. 15 

Once in the open air I felt a grateftil sense of 
freedom ; and my spirits rising in proportion, I bid 
Eric tell me where he had learned the art of self- 
command so completely, and what there was in his 
peculiar temperament whidi enabled him to outface 
scrutiny? 

His answer was contained in two words^— 
both of them themes upon which I did not &il to 
speculate : — " The world and — brass.** 

I did not very clearly understand the meaning of 
this latter monosyllable, at the time. But I think 
I sufficiently comprehend it now. 
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CHAPTER XVII I. 

A PROPOSAL. 

*< It is a fearfhl thing for woman's lip 
To swear the heart away: yet know that heart 
Annuls the vow while speaking, and shrinks back 
Prom the dark fhtore that it dares not fi&ce. 
The service read above the open grave 
Is fax less terrible than that which seals 
The vow that binds the victhn, not the will; 
For in the grave is rest." 

Lu E. li. 

Certainly Sir Bratas Bouverie's equipages were 
worthy of all the admiration bestowed upon them 
by Angelica. 

I was peeping through one of the embrasures 
of my favourite old Keep as he drove up the 
avenue in an elegant dark mail phaeton^ accom- 
panied by a tall, pleasant-looking man, who I 
afterwards learnt was Mr. Martin, the barrister, 
Hilda's favourite partner at the ball. 
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They had scarcely entered the house^ when 
another gentleman, on a strong bay horse, can* 
tered up, followed by an elderly groom; dis- 
mounting, the former also entered the house, and, 
as I caught sight of his face, I recognised the 
King of Spades, Mr. Wildman. 

Eric, who had accompanied me, as usual, ta 
my eyrie, was pretending to sketch; while in. 
reality he only lay stretched on his back, watch- 
ing the clouds fly wildly over our heads, as 
they hurried swiftly along upon the crisp sea 
breeze. 

Roused from his reverie by the clatter of 
horses' feet and the rumbling of carriage-wheels, 
he appealed to me, in his usual abrupt fashion, tOv 
acquaint him with what was going oil below. 

'* Sister Anne, sister Anne, do you see any 
one coming?" 

I answered him by slightly altering a portion 
^of the old song: — 

« The first was a baronet whose blood-red hand 
Was blazoned in heraldry. 
But he's very old and ugly, 
So in spite of wealth and land. 
Why, he will not do for we." 

VOL. n. 
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*' Tou make a sad mistake, my dear," said Eric 
'^ He will do particularly well, youll see : but 
sister Amie, sister Anne, look again ; do you see 
no one else coming?^ he continued* 

^ Again I replied by a paraphrase of the old 
nursery tune of ^A frog he would a wocung 
go:**— 

^^B wai a Baronet ugly and old; 
We know, ngrs Bowl^«> 
And L was a Lawyer, so formal and cold. 
With his greedy, fee-dy 
Gammon and apinacbt 
Heigh ho, says Antony Rowley. 
F was a Fanner, upon a bay mare, 

Jee-wo! says Bowley ; 
And H was poor Harold, in deepest despair. 
With his sighing, djring 
Gammon and spinach. 
Heigh ho, says Antony Bowley.'* 

"Where is Harold, by the by?" inquired 
Eric. 

•* Sfflit to Canterbury.*' 

"For Canterbury, read Coventry, I suppose. 
Soph," said Eric. 

" Not quite so far as that, I hope," returned I. 
*' He will be back again to-morrow.* 

At this moment I saw Florence looming through 



A PROPOSAL. 19 

the ay^me. Louis Grrey was bj her side; her 
head was bent down^ and he was endeavouring to 
look at her face beneath her broad straw hat 

SamethiBg, as I suppose, in my expression 
piqued Eric's curiosity, for he again demanded— 
** What does sister Anne see now ?" 

And once more I replied by an appeal to 
rhyme : — 

" A curate WDuId a' wooing go, 
Heigh ho, sajB Bowlegr; 
Whether his bishop would let him or no, 
With his flattery, chattery 
Gammoa and spinach, 

ho, says Antony Bowley." 



** Oh, that's it, is it? By the by. Soph, have 
you ever impressed upon your very impressible 
sister the litread-glove and tin-teapot sort of life 
she is evidently fist hurrying on towards, if she 
marries Mr. Grey ?** 

*^I have more than once tried to lead up to the 
subject, Eric." 

** Ah, there was the mistake,** said he. ^ Never 
lead up to anything; always plnnge head over 
heels. Talking is just like bathing; if you stand 
riirvermg and shaking on the brink, your heart 

02 
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&il8, and it is all up with joti; but take the 
* header ' brayely, and the worst is over*'' 

''Whether as relates to subjects or objects^ 
Eric^ I never take ' headers/ as you call them ; 
violent plunges of all kinds seriously disagree with 
me, mentally and constitutionally. I prefer to 
ascertain with care and consideration the tem- 
perature of the element I am about to plunge into, 
and experience has taught me to prefer my bath 
with the chill off; one thereby escapes both the 
violent shock and the unpleasant reaction." 

'' There is no accounting for tastes, Soph. De 
gtutibus non est disputandum. The proverb is 
somewhat musty, but not the less true : with me, 
ce rCeat que le premier pas qui co&te. I always go 
in to win at once. However, never mind all diat 
Angelica is to be my Lady Bouverie, mistress of 
Freshfield, and the loving, cherishing moiety of 
the bewitching Sir Brutus — ^bottle-nose included." 

" Eric, she will never accept him." 

'* Won't she ? Much you know of womankind, 
my little coz. They would accept any one with 
money and a handle to his name. Lucifer himself, 
on the strength of his being the Prince of Darkness^ 
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would find apologists and spouses in plenty, if lie 
only condescended to throw down the handker- 
chief, and betrayed the tip of a purse from the 
comer of his pocket ** 

''Angelica ought to be gratefiil to you for your 
generous estimate of her character," said I, rather 
testily, 

'' Angelica would have too much good sense to be 
angry with me for entertainiBg the opinion that 
she resembles the rest of her sex. I don't deserve 
your evident indignation on her account. I ad- 
mire her immensely; for her beauty, which is 
irresistible; for her talents, which are decidedly 
respectable, not to say more of them; above 
all, for her good sense, clear judgment, and 
strength of mind. Her power of self-control is 
admirable; I have never seen it equalled in a 
woman." 

" But, poor Angelica 1 why need she marry Sir 
Brutus, Eric?" 

''Don't you see why? Harold is floundering 
deeper and deeper into love's quicksands, and 
breaking his heart by inches; she is keen enough 
to see this, and to know well that he cannot afford 
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to marry her. Slie is not in loye with him, yet she 
has known him firom childhood^ and has acquired 
a sort of love for him which is neither exactly 
that of a brother, nor yet that of a lover — ^a sort of 
** betwixt and between'* emotion ; she oonseqnently 
dislikes to see him tortnre himself, and wishes to 
get out of his way. How soreadily can she do this 
as by marrying a rich man, who is decidedly <Ae 
^match"of the county? She thereby rids herself of 
an annoyance, and obtains money, rank and idai. 
Her position is an obvious one, and she is no true 
woman if she does not make herself mistress of it" 
'^ Harold is a fool, Eric I begin to wish myself 
back again in the old school-room, with nothing 
worse to worry about than the ^House we live In' 

and the ' Stream of Time.*'* 

^'Ahl you're floating out now into the real 
stream of time, my poor child," said he, almost 
tenderly. " Tou are beginning to study man instead 
of books, and to find out that life is but a school- 
room on a larger scale ; with harder lessons, more 
punishment, and fewer rewards, than you thought 
for. You must not let your heart fail you at the 
outset, ma petite, or you will never reach the goal.' 



A PBOPOSAL. 23 

^^ But it coines upon me so suddenly, Eric; all 
this trouble and aimely is too much to bear all at 
once." 

^^ Of course it does," he replied ; '' that's the 
peculiar beauty and excellence of modem English 
education* Needing birds with strong pinions and 
clear sight, we cut our pigeons' wings, and shut 
them up in dark rooms, where they can neither see 
nor fly. Our weaker vessels having, in the coarse 
of their existence, to navigate a dangerous sea, fiill 
of shoals and rocks, we careftdly keep all charts 
and maps shut from their view, and send them 
forth at last upon their perilous voyage without 
chart, rudder, or compass. You see I'm indul^ 
iz^ in metaphor; but you understand me, (£ 
course?" 

^ Yes. It is not a v^ cheerfid start in life, 
though, to find th«t of your two sisters one is going 
to marry for money without love, and the other 
for love without money. I hardly know which is 

thewiMnsL Do you?" 

^ Hardly, Soph. Marriage is a mistake in the 
rich, and a madness in the poor." 

Sad as my heart was, I could not help laughing. 
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Angelica's case is hopeless^ I fear ; but Florence, 
I think, may be rescued,'' said I. " She does not 
love Mr. Grey She esteems him, respects him, 
admires hun ; but she does not love him. That is 
what she admits herself." 

" Does she ? " said Eric, smiling mysteriously. 
^^Ohl she only feeb admiration, &c. My dear 
child, take my word for it. Love has many an 
^ alias.' Call it friendship, pity, affection, esteem, 
regard, reverence, admiration ; but give it what 
epithet you please, disguise it as you may — ^it is 
love stflL" 

** Oh if I had only known this three months 
ago ! " I exclaimed, bitterly. "If I had only seen 
the mischief brewing, I might have averted the 
evil; now it is too late." 

" Let me give you a word of advice, my dear 
Soph. As a general rule, I am not fond of advising, 
but I will give you one useM piece of it now — it is 
this. Never, under any circumstances, lose your 
time, or try your temper, by thinking upon what 
might have happened. Seldom even consider what 
may happen on some distant day — sufficient 
W the day is the evil thereof. Only do your 
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best as relates to what is actually happening, and 
let by-gones be by-gones. In feet — 

M < Tnut no fiiture, however pleasant. 
Let the dead past bury its dead ; 
Act, act, in the living present, 
Heart within, and God o'erhead.' '* 

For a few moments we were silent. At last 
Eric started up, and hastily putting away his 
paints, he declared he could sketch no more that 
day. 

'^liCt us go down and enjoy the fun," said he, 
laughingly. " You will see an air of consciousness 
pervading the whole establishment It always does 
on these occasions. Now only observe it — ^from 
my father, who will think it his painftd duty to be 
agitated; down to the scuUery-mald, who will 
consider it irreligious not to be bathed in tears and 
blushes. The worst of this marriage mania, when 
once it gets into a house, is, that like mumps or 
measles, it always runs through a femily. We 
shall be sure to have Hilda and Elfrida catching 
the infection, if they have not already done so ; 
which I more than half suspect. Nay, so virulent 
is this disorder, that it would not in the least 
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surprise me to hear that Doll BOly has proposed 
to Phoebe Sackett, and that old Jem Toe was 
going to be married to a fourth helpmate ; for I 
believe he has what he calls 'burled the third' long 
ago." 

Sir Brutus had left the house before we 
reached the drawing-room, where we found only 
my Aunt looking very red, and Angelica lock- 
ing very white, seated on one of those low 
devotional chairs with a cross on its back whidi 
were just then coming into fietshion; her head 
reclining upon the cushion, which had been em* 
broidered by the twins with radiant wreaths of 
passion-flowers upon a crimson ground. 

Thrown out into relief by the bright colouring, 
I thou^t I had never seen so ghastly a counte- 
nance. All the anger and indignation I had been 
inclined to vent upon her for her heartless barter 
of youth, and love, and beauty — for the dross of 
gold, and the empty nothingness of a name — melted 
into the t^iderest pity and sorrow at the sight 
of her great wretchedness. Mere indifference could 
never have caused such an abandonm^it of woe: 
yet not a tear dimmed the glitter of her large blue 
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eye ; not a sign of relenting or remorse was to be 
traced on her countenance. What could it all 
mean?— did she love Harold, after all ? And if so, 
why was he not here? Why were they thns parted? 
What conld render so fiightM a sacrifice neces- 
sary? 

Eric, who did not see, or affected not to see, 
the state of suffering she was in, took one of 
the conversational "headers'* he had so recently 
advocated, by at once asking the very question 
I had longed, yet feared to put 

^ So Sir Brutus is gome at last, dx ? Well, and 
when are you going to be married ? " 

Angelica made no reply; a slight convulsive 
spasm passed rapidly over her face and form — ^tiiat 
was all. 

My Aunt grew, if possible, mare red than she 
was when we entered the room ; and, swelling with 
angry dignity, answered for her. 

" Eric, I am astonished at the want of delicacy 
you betray in putting sudi a question ; but as you 
have presumed to put it, allow me to answer you. 
Sir Brutus Bouvme has in the most fiattering 
mannflT offered his hand, his fortune, and his rank. 



28 THE DiS^^ES OF DAU^T>£LTOK^^ 

for your oonsin's acceptance. He has, with the 
most gratifying confidence, explained to me the noble 
— ^the princely settlement — ^he purposes to make. 
He has left nothing unsaid which could gratify the 
feelings of the bride he has chosen, or the fiunily 
with whom he desires to ally himself. Nothing 
could be more perfect than his conduct has been 
during our entire interview. At tiie same time 
I must in justice say, that Angelica has also 
behaved in a manner as worthy of the lineage 
from whence she springs as of tiie noble name 
and station which she will assume on becoming 
tiie wife of the wealtiiiest and wortiiiest baronet 
in the county," 

Here Aunt Barbara paused, partiy for want 
of breath, and partiy to see the effect produced 
by her exordium — ^which I strongly suspected to 
have been committed to memory for several days 
past, in case of some such emergency. 

'*Do I interpret rightiy my mother's eloquent 
speech?" asked Eric, with one of tiiose covert 
sneers I so feared and hated, and which for the 
moment gave to his handsome face the look of 
a demon. '^Am I mistaken in supposing that 
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my fair cousin has bestowed her hand — and heart — 
upon Su* Brutus Bouverie ? '* 

Angelica still made no answer. 
. But again my Aunt replied for her. "Your 
cousin has accepted Sir Brutus; but^ with a 
delicacy of feeling and a propriety of judgment 
fully appreciated by that estimable man^ has 
positively refused to appoint any definite period 
for the important ceremony. She has judged 
it only right and proper that a certain period 
should elapse before. they are irrevocably united; 
and although she has consented to a kind of 
conditional engagement, she declines naming a 
time at which his period of— -of probation shall 
cease. She considers a period of probation advis- 
able." 

" She judges that Sir Brutus is scarcely old 
enough to know his own mind, no doubt," retorted 
Eric, fixing a malignant gaze upon Angelica, who 
palpably winced beneath it " Still I should have 
thought that in a case like this, where there can 
be no impediment to the delightful outpourings 
of young and loving hearts, a less rigorous enforce- 
ment as to time might have been allowable. What 
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say j(m, Angelica ? Can we not plead the jom^ 
and ardent lover's cause? Sophie, join me in mjr 
prayer for mercy on the hapless suitor. Ton 
won't? Ah, then, I must wait until Harold returns. 
He shall adi his Toiee to mine ; and together we 
shall — we must — sncceed*" 

Angelica looked up into his pitiless fisbce for a 
moment; but, reading no relentfaig there, Ab 
turned with a sudden snake-like coil, and flingii^ 
her arms ov^ the back of her chair, rested her 
head upon them. Strange to say, even at that 
moment — ^though all my sympathies and sentiments 
were at work in my sister's behoof — the idea 
prevalent in my mind was tiiat of a little circular 
^jtss box filled with small shells, which Miss 
Crockett had given me; the lid embellished by 
a picture of a lady in very little blue satin and 
a good many ringlets, kneeling on three spun 
glass steps surmounted by a tinsel cross, round 
which a pair of snpematurally long white arms 
were flung, exactly in tiie attitude, and with 
the imploring expression that Angelica wore at 
this moment; whUe a cavaHer in mcam brocade, 
fearfully made as regarded his nether limbs. 
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was endeayonrmg to induce the &ir and vitri 
La Valliere to quit the shelter of the cardboard 
conyent^ and confide hersdf to the tender mercies 
of the spangled Louis Quatorze. 

Aunt Barbara again took up the conyersational 
cudgels, bj begging> nay insssting, upon the 
subject being dropped for the present 

/^ It is necessarily very disagreeable to Angelica 
to have so [tbtj deKcate an a&ir discussed in 
public,'' said sha ^'She has chosen to hare a 
due and proper time allotted to her sense of— of — 
<tf what is right— of what is usual in such cases. 
I admit that at first I disagreed with h^, and 
endeavoure d to urge her to a speedy marriage; 
but her firm decision was not to be shaken, and 
therefore the ceremony is deferred until she chooses 
to ai^int a period for its celebration. And now, 
my dear Angelica, I will go and acquaint your 
unde and cousins with the happy fact — that you 
are the aflSanced bride of Sir Brutus. I shall 
at the same time make it to be clearly understood, 
that you wish some period to elapse before you 
become has wife." 

With this long speech, my Aunt, who was 
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rather fond of long speeches^ sailed out of the 
room. 

Angelica neither moved nor spoke. Eric stood 
looking down upon her with the same fiendish 
sneer upon his face that he had assumed when 
first he addressed her, and which I so hated to 
see. 

At last he said: '^Well, cousin Angelica, you 
heard what my mother told us. Of course I am to 
wish you joy; though your exquisite sense of 
feminine delicacy urges you to defer the period 
of your bliss. What of that? You are still to 
he congratulated. If there is one period in our 
tmhappy human lives more than another in which 
we may be considered enviable, it is that brief 
moment when we first feel that we are bound 
indissolubly to the object of our youthful adora- 
tion. The very angels have stooped &om their 
sphere to envy poor men in times like this. There 
is not a poet, a painter, or a sculptor, who has 
not expended his highest talents in depicting the 
spiritualized felicity of that ^Eden of the heart,' 
where ' transport and security entwine.' Oh, bliss- 
ful days I — ^think of them, Angelica." 
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'* Then came those full confidings of the past; 
All sunshine now where all was overcast. 
Then do they wander till the day is gone. 
Lost in each other; and when night steals on^ 
Covering them round, how sweet her accents are: 
Oh, when she turns and speaks, her voice is far, 
Far above singing." 

" Oh I happy, happy Cousin, I do indeed con- 
gratulate you. Would that Harold were here to 
be told the good news and join with me in my 
felicitations, as he will do from the bottom of his 
heart when he retm-ns.'' 

Angelica sprang to her feet with a suddenness 
which took away my breath, and made even Eric 
start : a violent outburst followed. 

'* Shame ! Eric Denne ! — shame 1 double, treble 
shame ! — upon your cold cruel heart Man, you 
insult a woman! Brother, you crush a sister! 
False as the serpent soul they spring from, are 
your words of mocking congratulation* I fling 
them back upon your petty paltry heart, with its 
web of wiles and witcheries, and sneers and sub- 
tilties — its case of iron and its core of ice^ 
I tell you, Eric Denne, if you werft not tho 
son of him who has been to me as a father> 
I could now kill you as men scotch a snake." 

VOL. n. J> 
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Awed by this violent outburst finom one 
usually so undemonstratiye, I turned a tearful 
glance on Eric If he bent beneath the storm 
of emotion, it was but for an instant, for in 
the next, he calmly replied — 

'^I should object to the process of 'scotching,' 
though I don't very clearly comprehend what it is : 
something unpleasant, no doubt ; but I am perfectly 
ready to take any quantity of slow poison at your 
hands, if it will in the slightest degree add to your 
happiness." 

With an effort so violent that it distorted every 
feature of her fair young &ce, and left her lip 
colourless, save where the white teeth had pierced 
the skin leaving a crimson streak, Angelica con- 
quered the outward show of emotion, and almost 
in a whisper, replied — 

''And now, that we may have no repetition 
of such scenes as these, I will speak once, and 
once only, of the motives for my conduct: I 
win tell your father's son that which I should 
never have condescended to explain to Eric Denne. 
I int^id to marry Sir Brutus Bouverie: true; 
and I do not love Sir Brutus Bouverie: true; 
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and I even dislike Sir Brutus Boaverie : true alsow 
In the narrow-minded meanness of yonr own 
nature, you have chosen, you have presumed, to 
attribute motives — ^utterly false motives, for my 
doing this thing which my soul abhors — ^motives 
more hateful to me than the hated thing itsel£ 
Tou have judged me by your own standard, and 
suppose that mere selfish avarice and ambition 
have urged me to this act — ^it is fidse: that the 
low envyings and jealousies of empty-headed 
girls, my rivals and competitors in the chase of 
wealth and title, have weighed with me — ^it is 
fidse ! that the vain and giddy wish to reign and 
rule it over Freshfield with all its ^es and 
festivities has tempted me — it is a lie to say 
60, Cousin Eric — ^kind Cousin Eric — ^it is a lie, 
a heartless, wicked lie.'' 

The reiteration of this offensive monosyllable 
extorted a smile from Eric. 

"Aye, I see you smile," continued Angelica, 
** because I use the only fitting word ; unladylike, 
^ tme^ no doubt" 

« Don't apologise, I pray," interposed Eric ; " I 
rather like strong expressions; but if it be not 

D 2 
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ambition^ to what may Sir Brutus attribute his 

promised felicity ? " 

*' Your father^ who has also been a father to me, 

is on the brink of ruin : good, kind, noble-hearted 

old man — ^what is there in the world I would not 

do for him ? I love him as I should have loved 
my own poor father had he lived. Harold, who 

ought to be his aid and staff, blinded by his 
infatuation for me — yes, why should I shrink 
from admitting it ? — ^for me, unworthy that I am — 
neither heeds nor fears the fast approaching dif- 
ficulty; he will not, perhaps he cannot, in his 
present mood, bend his thoughts towards averting 
the crisis* Unless some powerftil hand interposes, 
that crisis will come. Ruin, or something nearly 
akin to ruin, is staring us in the face : and this 
year, moreover, the hops have failed. Now, there's 
a prosaic fact, of which you are well aware, to 
sneer at — dutiful son — affectionate brother and 
cousin." 

Eric bowed. 

" Enough ; you have a brain, if you have not 
a heart. Let your wit work, and you will see 
that, married to Sir Brutus, I shall have power to 
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do much. Temporary aid, in times of pecuniary 
panic, have secured the fortune and credit of 
many a merchant prince ere now. Should that 
aid &il in averting the dreaded misfortune. Fresh- 
field will he an asylum and a haven of refuge for 
the shipwrecked whom I love so dearly," 

'* But if you love Harold so dearly, why not 
marry him, and use your influence to induce him 
to exert himself and perhaps retrieve matters?" 
^ *^Had our fortunes even been favourable, my 
uncle's prejudice against the marriage of those so 
nearly allied as Harold and myself would have 
told with double force in a case like ours, where 
the ties of relationship have been drawn even 
nearer by constant brotherly and sisterly inter- 
course from childhood. I love HarMd, dearly, 
fondly: not with the wild romantic worship I 
grieve to see him lavish upon me, but with a 
pure, deep, and unchanging affection, which will 
only die with my own death. But rather than 
see him tortured by the petty tyranny of poverty, 
I would see him spring from the topmost tower 
of Daundelyonn, or take the leap myself. I scorn 
to deny the truth : I love gold, and gaiety, and 
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rank, and flattery^ no less than others ; perbaps 
even more. I love the sense of power, of freedom, 
of independence, which the rich maj have, and 
the poor can never feeL Bat though I love and 
value the power of gold — gold rightly spent or 
wisely saved — ^I would not barter for mere love 
of it youth, happiness, and liberty, as I do now ; 
I would not sell my hand, much less my heart, 
as soon I shall my soul, making a market of 
the church itself, giving false weight to Grod and 
to my husband. 

'^ And now that I have spoken once for all ; that 
I have condescended to unfold to you my motives, 
never let me have to bear the weight of your 
insults as well as my own wretchedness. I shall 
be able to' endure the felicitations, as you are 
pleased to call them, of the outer world — ^thdbr 
wonder, envy, pity, snules, or sneers; but from 
yourself I challenge some respect — ^the charity of 
silence, Cousin Eric.'* 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

IT NEVEB RAINS BUT IT POUBS. 

We might have been married, for Jant had an offer." 

My Aunt's Asseveration. 



** It never rains but it pours" — ^so says the old 
proverb ; and its application was never more appo- 
site than now at Daundeljonn. Offers were 
positively showered upon us : even the twins 
did not escape the visitation. 

Uncle Edward, to his intense amazement, re- 
ceived a formal written proposal for the hand of 
" his daughter." 

As the stricken swain, a wealthy wool-stapler, 
was at least three times the age of the eldest 
among us, and was moreover a double widower 
with a large ready-made femily of grown up 
sons and daughters by the second wife, his offer 
was politely declined. Indeed I should scarcely 



40 THE DENNES OF DAUNDELYONN. 

have remembered or recorded it, had it not been 
for the ludicrous effect it produced upon the 
Twins ; who suddenly, but for a very short 
space of time, became two matronly and mysteri- 
ously self-complacent monomaniacs. Hitherto they 
had been inseparable ; but now, on a sudden, they 
seemed to shun one another's society, as though 
some malady possessed them fix)m which they 
sought relief in my company. 

Mr. Crispe (his name was Abraham Crispe) 
was unwittingly the cause of all these alarming 
symptoms. For in writing his proposal to Uncle 
Edward, he had vaguely solicited the hand of 
"his daughter in marriage," omitting to state 
which daughter was the object of his attachment ; 
and, as his offer was not for a moment entertained, 
my uncle did not think it necessary to inquiry 
which was the one he had selected. 

No sooner was the subject of this curious 
missive made known to us in a jocular way by 
Uncle Edward, than a most ridiculous struggle 
ensued between Hilda and Elfrida as to which 
was the heart's idol of the worthy Abraham. 
They did not openly lay claim to their admirer. 



IT NEVER BAINS BUT IT POUBS, 41 

but each endeavoured, by alluding to what they 
conceived to be unmistakable acts on Abraham's 
part, to insinuate that she was the bride elect; and 
at the same time to infer that she had rejected 
the offer purely fix)m consideration for the tender 
feelings of her too susceptible sister. 

** Sophie dear," whispered Hilda, mysteriously in 
my ear, as I leaned against the balustrade on the 
terrace, feeding the peacocks; "have you heard 
about poor Mr. Crispe?" (she knew fall well I 
had heard all about it) "It is very sad; is'nt 
it?'' 

"What I his offer? Oh, yes; I have heard all 
about it, Hilda," I replied, loudly, for I felt rather 
disgusted than otherwise by her folly. 

" Hush I " interposed Hilda, in a suppressed voice, 
" don't talk so loud. Elfiida will hear you, poor 
girl ; ah I dear me, if s very deplorable, is'nt it ? 
What is very deplorable, you goose?" 
Ah I I thought you did'nt know. Why, my 
dear Sophie, poor Elfie fancies the offer was made 
to her ! Now Tve never told any one before, but 
the fact is that Mr. Crispe admired me, and he 
merely showed some little attention to Elfie as 
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my sister. That was very natural, you know, 
poor fellow, was n't it ? '' 

" Very natural, I dare say." 

** Yes," she continued ; *' bat I have good reasoQ 
to know that I was the one he meant by ' yoor 
daughter :' if you remember, those were the very 
words. I am the eldest, to begin with, and there- 
fore he would consider me a more suitable person, 
of course." 

^'You have certainly the advantage in that 
respect by nearly half an hour," I relied, with a 
sort of half angry laugh. 

" Of course," contmued Hilda, earnestly ; ** and 
then he has met me much oftener, and knew 
me a great deal better. Let me see, he met me 
at the race-ball, when poor Elfie had a cold and 
could'nt go — ^that was once." 

'^Did he dance with you often?" I enquired, at 
the same time ehdeayouring to look solemn* 

'^ Oh, no I Mr. CSrispe does not dance ; but he 
played at whist nearly all night with Papa, and 
they won four shillings and siiqpeneel Then I 
met him at the ploughing-match — that was twice; 
and the third time at tea at Miss Crockett's, the 
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night Elfie went to the concert with Mamma^ and 
then he was so att^itive abont the cakes and 
things. I know that he only felt an interest in 
Elfie because he said she was like his first love, 
who died of dropsy afterwards: and what do you 
think he told Elfirida herself ?** 

''I'm sure I don't know^ Hilda; perhaps that 
she looked dropsical !'' 

**No; of course not Why he said that J was 
just like that French print at Miss Crockett's of 
ike 'Ange aux yeux bleus:' and yet Elfiida 
doubts who it was he admired I " 

"But your eyes are blacky Hilda," I suggested. 

'' YeSy so they are ; but still I might resemble his 
fayourite picture in expression : and the nose is very 
like mine ; I can see the likeness myself : still, 
Sophie, I would not have said a word about all 
this if Elfrida had really loved him. Hush — she 
is here;" and on her approaching, Hilda hopped 
down the steps, like one of the peacocks I had 
fed, humming a little shrill time. 

Elfrida, deep in sorrowful thought, came slowly 
towards me, and leant over the balustrade beside me. 

"Dear Hilda," she murmured, "what a relief 
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it is to hear her merry voice I ^ ElMda was a 
shade more romantic, a degree more vain and 
less matter of fact than Hilda, a trifle more 
animated, and consequently a thought prettier. 
''Poor, dear Hilda," she continued with a sigh, 
'' this has been a sad trial to her, I know — bl sad 
trial, a sad blow." 

"What has been a trial?" I asked, affecting 
a similar ignorance towards herself. " What has 
been a blow ? " 

*' Oh, don't you know ? Yes, of course, you 
do — this affair of Mr. Crispe's. Ah I Sophie, 
he may be older than either of us, and neither 
handsome nor a genius ; but what a noble heart, 
what a delicacy of sentiment, he has shown I " 

'' Indeed, returned I ; " and in what way has he 
shown all this ? " 

"My dear Sophie — ^his letter, his offer: so 
manly, so feeling ! so like him I " 

The vision of the portly Abraham, in a white 
hat and buff waistcoat, as I had last seen him, 
hot, and haggling in the market-place over some 
stuffy poisonous samples, rose to my mind's eye, 
and nearly convulsed me. 
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"Let me tell you, Sophie,'' continued Elfrida, 
affecting immense dignity, "that it is not every 
girl's fate to be the object of an affection at once 
so self-sacrificing and so tender as Mr. Crispe's 
for me* But there — Hilda's feelings are the first 
consideration, that is what I say: let us think 
of Hilda first. So I say to my father ; to my 
mother ; to all. If she has misconstrued the in- 
terest taken in her as my sister into the ex- 
pression of a warmer sentiment towards herself, 
let us save her the knowledge that she is so 
cruelly mistaken. Poor Hilda — Oh 1 blind^ blind, 
blind human nature! we are ajl blind, Sophie. 
But still, how my sister could ever for a moment 
mistake Mr. Crispe's feelings astonishes me — ^it 
astounds me, my dear Sophie." 

The effect of this love affair upon Elfirida had 
been quite miraculous; it had positively given 
her command of words — I won't say language— 
which she had never possessed before. The idea 
crossed my mind that she had learned a lesson out 
of the Complete Letter Writer, or some romantic 
novel, and had given me the benefit of it; but 
then where was she to procure either the one or 
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the other? No; the change must be attributed 
to the soul-inspiring Abraham. 

'^ Perhaps Hilda had met him oftener^or fiuicied 
he knew her better ? " I remarked. 

''He did meet her oftener," replied Elfrida, 
" but how — ^and where ? At a ploughing-matcli, 
where his only remark was that ' rain was much 
wanted/ and that the continued droughts would 
play ' old gooseberry " with the hops : these were 
his very words — that was once ; then again at the 
race-balL And^ mark Sophie, what was his con- 
duct on that occasion. Did he dance with Hilda 
repeatedly? — "So, Did he dance with her even 
once ? — ^No ; on the contrary he kept aloof from 
all — ^and dioosiag my father for a companion^ 
played a simple rubber all the evening, winning 
the trifling sum of four shillings and sixpence. 
He is no gambler, Sophie — he merely sought to 
amuse his partner. Now, had he felt a prefer* 
ence for Hilda, here was an opportunity to show 
it : to have danced with her only, or ev^i 
repeatedly, would have evinced a preference in- 
deed ; but no — he kejrf; aloof." 

" Perhaps he does not dance," said I. 
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ElMda did not seem to hear me. 

"Then at Miss Crockett's," she continued, 

there he did pay her some little attention ; but 
what was his first remark? — ^ Where is your sister? 
I hope she is well;' and what, again, was his 
parting observation ? — ' Tell your sister Fm sorry 
she did not join us to-ni^t ; she would have liked 
the strawberries and cream better than Signora 
Something - or - other's rcrotchets and quavers.' 
And what did he confess to Miss Crockett? — 
why, that I was so exactly like his first love — 
his first wife, poor creature, who died of dropsy — 
that he could not help quite staring at me. And 
yet Hilda can doubt 1 Well, well, it is better so 
perhaps ; as my father says, ^ All is for the best' 
Don't mention what I have said to Hilda, Soph. 
Let her continue in her error: wiser so, and 
time will do the rest. Poor Mr. Crispe I I hope 
he may be happier with another 1 — with another 1 " 

•'Well, yes, Elfirida ; with another wife — a 
third : I hope so too, I'm sure. I am certain you 
must think that it is a lucky escape for Hilda; " 
and being no longer able to endure the pain of 
suppressed laughter, I sought the studio for relief. 
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where I had promised to *' pose ** for Ericj while 
Elfrida joined Hilda on the lower terrace. 

Now my private opinion was that Mr. Abra- 
ham Crispe purposely left his proposal so vagae, 
literally not knowing one from the other of the 
twins; but^ wanting a third wife, he happened to 
pitch upon Danndelyonn as a promising nest of 
young ladies ; and seeing at half a glance that he 
stood no chance mth any of us three, he had 
tried for one of the twins, leaving the selection 
to Uncle Edward. I don't believe that either 
Hilda or Elfrida cared one pin for their suitor ; 
but it pleased and gratified them both to figure 
as principals in this their solitary o£fer ; and so 
they fought for their Crispe in a good-natured 
way, and made as much as they could of the 
sentimental part of the affair. 

Arrived at the studio, I found Eric and Count 
Maximilian von Lichtenstein, as usual, half o1>» 
scured in clouds of smoke ; and engrossed in an 
ever^beginning never-ending discussion upon art 
and artists. On this particular occasion, the sub- 
ject in dispute was the merits of the unfortunate 
Haydon, of whose great works Count Max ap- 



IT NEVER BAINS BUT IT POUBS. 49 

peared to be a great admirer; while Eric was 
condemnatory in his criticism. 

*^ See how grand his conceptions 1 " cried Max ; 
*' how great his figures ! " 

^^ Yes, great enough in one sense," repKed Eric ; 
^^ he seems to me to have supposed that size con-^ 
stitutes strength, that distortion of countenance 
is necessary to convey expression." 

"Never mind, he was a genius, my friend; a 
genius : he had the sparks, the what you call it— 
I do not remember the word — ^the conflagration, 
the heat of genius. " 

Eric laughed. 

" You have hit it. Max ; the flame of his genius 
was a conflagration, a firebrand : no steady bum* 
ing light, no star, no heavenly ray. That he had 
a sort of genius, I don't deny : I believe that he 
had great ideas, but he could not carry them out 
on canvass. He exaggerated; he consequently 
vulgarized all he touched, and became coarse, 
hard, and at times positively ridiculous, if not 
repulsive. The Frankenstein of art, he attempted 
to create a demigod, and succeeded only in pro- 
ducing a monster. But enough of this : we shall 

VOL. u. E 
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never agree. What are we to do, Soph, this after- 
noon? Are you inclined for mirth or melancholy ? ** 

" Well, I really think I deserve to enjoy a little 
mirth, for I have been the depository of the out- 
pourings of your sisters' two sad hearts all the 
morning," I replied. 

*' Those girls are two hopeless idiots," said 
Eric. " Well, what do you say to sitting with Max 
for a picture of the parting between Laodamia and 
Protesilaus, while I sing you something? You 
will make a capital Laodamia. Altogether you 
have an excellent ^ general business &ce,' Soph." 

" Thank you, Eric, for the rather equivocal com- 
pliment. But Count Max won't do a bit for 
Protesilaus ; he is too young, too fair, not Greek 
enough about his hair or his general features, and 
his nose is not heroic." 

" Not Greek enough ! Well no — ^perhaps you 
are right there ; but what's the matter with 
his nose? Perhaps you think Sir Brutus' pre- 
ferable, and in that case we'U send for him." 

" You need not laugh, Eric ; my remarks are 
just and true. A Greek warrior should have 
a broad well-balanced head covered with curls^ 
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a beard to match, large, deep-6et, black eyes, 
and a powerful nose — a Doric nose 1 " 

^^ A Doric nose ? What on earth do you mean, 
chfld?" ^ 

" Oh ! I have my own ideas in the science of 
noses in the abstract" 

" And what may they be, most learned Pundit," 
replied my cousin. "Although I fear that 
the profound Palstaff has been beforehand with 
you," 

"Not at all, Eric. The profound Sir John 
saw only the analogy between Bardolph's nose in 
particular and an admiral's lantern in general, 
while I have founded an entire architectural 
theory on the subject of olfactory organs." 

"Expound, expound; oh, sage Sophie I" cried 
Eric, at the same time preparing a canvass ; "let 
us have your marvellous theory. What nasal 
light are you going to throw upon the world ? " 

" You make me laugh, Eric, but I am satisfied 
of the existence of five well defined orders of 
noses." 

Eive orders ! Five grandmothers ! " 

I repeat it. There are five orders. It is 

E 2 
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a very simple theory, and I flatter myself quite 
original Study the first treatise on architecture 
you can find, and then contemplate the proboscis 
of each of your firiends ; you will find the analogy 
complete. For instance, there is the Doric nose, 
stately, solid, and simple: your Father's nose is 
Doric; and I shall love that order of nose for 
ever for his sake; it is the Wellingtonian type. 
Then there is the Ionic, the graceful, majestic; 
this is the Napoleonic type. Next comes the 
Corinthian, elaborate yet refined and deUcate ; 
this is especially the property of the fair sex: 
Angelica's is Corinthian decidedly. Then for the 
'Saxon or Norman, the thick solid, and clumsy — 
the grand archiepiscopal nose, which only arrives 
at perfection under the mitre, although its germ 
may be traced among those who have already 
the true prelatical tendency." 

Louis Grey, for example," suggested Eric. 

No. I have carefully examined him, and he 

does not possess the smallest trace of it. And 

lastly, comes the modem Gothic or Moorish ; the 

light, bold nose of the commonalty. Besides these 

inhere are the infinite varieties of the Composite, 
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but that is scarcely an order ; under that head may- 
be classed all noses that don't come under any of 
the others." 

** Well," said Eric, " as the lawyers would say, 
you have stated your case very clearly; but 
whether it will bear investigation is another 
matter : I have heard of eyes speaking volumes, 
but this attributed to the nose is quite new." 

Count Max was lost in admiration: a new 
theory seemed to tickle his German mind exces- 
sively ; and there was something in his expression 
which told me that he would adopt and expound 
it as his own, if he could but master the subject 

As I had no wish to be robbed of my originality, 
I refused to repeat it again, although he urged me 
strongly to do so. 

" Stay," said Eric, " I think I have a book 
which treats on noses;" and, throwing down his 
pencil, he rushed off to find it. 

The door had hardly closed, when, without one 
premonitory symptom of any such approaching 
attack. Count Maximilian rushed towards me, and 
seizing my hand, threw himself rather theatrically 
at my feet, exclaiming — 
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f^Ahf Mademaiflelle Sophie, loveliest Made- 
moiselle, I caa smother mTself no more: yon 
have deranged me. When I am besides joa 
I am besides myselE Oh Sophie, nnite to me I 
I love you greatly, I ofiPer you my hand and 
heart'' 

Here was a pretty po8$ indeed I What should 
I do I '' €ret np, pray, Gomit von Lichtenstein," I 
said, '' get up ; this attitade is ridicnlons ; what is 
ibsare in my character or conduct that could have 
induced you to suppose I should entertain your 
proposal for a moment ? " 

^' Entertain I " exclaimed Count Max, frantically, 
evidently mistaking the meaning of the word en- 
tertain I '' What a word to speak to one man i;dio 
is going out of his senses with affection for you. 
Cruel Sophie— cruel ferocious lady, so to ridicule 
my cracking heart Oh I I am stifled with love, I 
choke, I split ! My friend here, Eric your cousin^ 
he love you also pretty much, but not like to me, 
Sophie : never like to me not nobody will never 
love you. Erie he will speak his sensation more 
late or more soon, but I want to be first to teH 
you, I ." 
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'' Count Maximilian/ said I, *^ this is neither a 
time nor place for such a scene as this." 

'^ But, dearest Mademoiselle^ where shall I find 
de time and de place^ when I never see you lonely^ 
but always with Eric ? I am make to speak now, 
or be silent quite." 

" Then pray be silent quite/' I replied, freeing 
my hand from his tenacious grasp at last. ''Get up, 
I insist upon it, or I will quit the room : Eric will 
be here again directly, and there will be an end to 
our fiiendship." 

He rose with a disconcerted air : the mixed ex- 
pressions of the rejected lover and the disappointed 
child pervading his countenance. Had he been 
an Englishman, I should have felt more indignant 
than I did; but I was willing to make some 
allowance for his foreign demonstrativeness of 
manner, his German abandon of sentiment, and 
his artistic love of scenic effect 

'*Now," said I, "never let this subject be 
mentioned again. If you keep your own counsel 
I will not betray you; but if you ever mention 
one word of love or marriage again^ I will at once 
tell both my unde and Eric" 
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** Oh, Miss Sophie, I not mind your uncle ; but 
Eric, never you tell him." 

"Promise me then never again to allude to 
this interview, or I will tell him directly he 
returns," 

He was in no mind to be thus " snufFed out," 
as I clearly saw ; but the sound of Eric's footsteps 
approaching the door hastened conclusions. 

" I promise, ]Vliss Sophie ; but I must go : I not 
stop no longer. I am consumed by my fire, I am 
ravaged with my pains; but though I shall go, 
remember, I may run out of my mind, I may 
crack my heart, but never will I forget thee. Miss 
Sophie, nor never love nobody besides no more 
in all the world." 

One expressive but rather vulgar word arose 
to my lips, but I checked its utterance : that word 
was "humbug." And yet could he feel some 
small portion of the love he professed, -and was 
it only his broken English which made it sound 
so comically ? 

There are persons who delight in performing 
most imaccountable acts, at unaccountable and un- 
propitious moments. They seem to form resolves. 
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and then suddenly lose all control over their 
execution : for example, asking a hungry man a 
favour while he is waiting for a dilatory dinner, 
or begging an explanation of some complicated 
affair from a choleric youth suffering ^q peine forte 
et dure of trying on a new and very tight boot ; 
so that, as the mind is ever more prone to nay 
rather than yea, they are almost sure to meet 
with a refusal* Not that Count Max stood the 
smallest possible chance of receiving " Yea" from 
me, imder any circumstances of time or place; 
but, had his position been the reverse of what 
it was, I am convinced that I should have refused 
him, from the inopportuneness of his solicitation. 
As Eric neared the door, my strange suitor turned 
quickly aside, and leaning his elbows on the 
window-sill, affected to be wrapt in contemplation 
of the landscape without 

*'No, Soph, I can't find the book,** said Eric, 
returning quickly. With a glance, rapid as a light- 
ning flash, I saw his eye turn from me towards my 
companion. 

** Never mind, Eric,'* I replied ; '*^ we will write 
an article ourselves, to be called '* Noseology, or 
the Sixth Order of Architecture," 
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" With all my heart," cried Eric. « Max, it 
is getting too late fiir drawiiig to-Klaj ; let us 
go for a stzoIL" 

^^ Agreed: go down to the terrace, and IwiU 
join you there ;''MKi away I ran. 

I was glad to get a few moments to myself, 
after the sudden ebnllition I had witnessed: not 
that my feelings had been touched, in the slightest 
degree, by Count Max's offer ; I felt certain that 
more of the spirit of the dog in the manger 
than real love had actuated him: had he been 
abne, without, as he imagined, any rival in my 
affections, I might have waited until the '^ crack of 
doofti" for any offer from him. 

But where is the woman, let the offer come from 
a peer or a potato-salesman, who does not feel 
flattered at receiving the greatest compliment that 
man can pay ; who does not experience some slight 
fluttering of spirit, at a downright band fide pro- 
posal? At any rate, I felt this; and therefore 
bidding Phoebe tdl Mr. Eric that I could not 
join him just at present, and that he had better 
not wait for me, I locked myself up in my own 
room, and did not appear until dinner-time. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

NO CUEE, KO PAY. 

*' Sleep on, sleep onl foiget thy pain; 
My hand is on thy brow, 
My ^iiit on thy brain. 
My pity on thy heart, poor Mend; 
And from my fingers flow 
The powers of life, and like a sign. 
Seal thee from thine hour of wo. 
And brood on thee, but may not blend with thine.** 

Shbllet. 

Pebiods of strong excitement are invariably fol- 
lowed by those of violent reaction. The intervals 
inunediately succeeding those of the ball, and 
Sir Brutus Bouvene's proposal^ were no exceptions 
to this general rule. 

A deadly lull, a sickly cabn, at first pervaded 
every body and every thing at Daundelyonn — ^the 
result of storms passed, and presaging tempests to 
come. Clouds charged with family electricity 
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gathered and gathered, until at last thejr broke. 
The twins, either one or both, were the immediate 
conductors of the thunder-storm and hurricane 
which ensued, beneath which poor Florence and 
Loni8 Grey were swept from their qmet dream- 
land. How, when, or where they concocted their 
mischief, or whether it was no concoction at all^ 
but simply the spontaneous combustion of evil 
natures— -or, what is equally bad, the scintillation 
of very weak minds — ^I never knew ; su£Sce it that 
the storm culminated, and broke upon the heads 
of my luckless sister and her clerical lover. 

From the long habit of considering me as the 
** child " of the family, or at least as a mere school- 
girl, I was seldom, if ever, included in Aunt 
Barbara's family councils; while, from a certain 
indolent insouciance of manner on my part, my 
cousins conceived the idea that I neither heard 
or heeded their conversations, and therefore freely 
discussed all their affairs before me. The first 
intimation, in this particular instance, which I 
received, that anything was ''going wrong," was 
the sudden extradition of the luckless curate of 
St Agatha's from Daundelyonn, and the imme- 
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diate summons for Dr» Blount to come and 
prescribe for Florence, who was passing out of 
one hysterical fit into another without respite ; to 
the horror and amazement of the semi-idiotic 
twins, the indignation of my aunt, and the utter 
dismay of poor faithful, kind-hearted Phoebe 
Sackett, 

" Lord sakes," sobbed Phoebe, crying bitterly, 
"how she dew take on, mre-ly! Nothin' do'ant 
do her no good, nothin' : just do try a spune full 
of Carmelite of sober j missy ; it cured me last week 
when I had the spajums; it can't do no one no 
'arm« if it don't do no one no good ; do jist try 
it Ti/eawP 

Dr. Blount was of course " not at home " when 
sent for ; the only country practitioner of any note 
within the range of seven or eight miles, like a 
liondon policeman on his beat, is never to be found 
when wanted. 

In the midst of all the hurry and distress, 
occasioned by Florence's shrieks and Phoebe's 
sobs, curiously enough I called to mind old Lady 
Louitha's story of the *' twinth," as told by her 
on the day of Eric's arrival, and the miserable 
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mistake I had made about Count Maximilian; 
and I was thinking on the many incidents which 
had happoied since then, and wondering what fiite 
had next in store for us, when sunset put an 
end to my musings* Darkness veiled the face 
of nature, but no tidings anived of the miaamg 
physician. I began to think that possibly it ndght 
prove to be a second edition of the '' Twinth ' 
story, and that Dr. Blount was really detained 
by some poor person : if such were the case, it 
was impossible to say when he might make his 
appearance. Acting under this impression, and 
the violence of Florence's symptoms continuing 
unabated, I made my escape from the room, and 
flew to find Eric, in whose clear head and ready 
decision of character I had great £EdtL He was 
in his studio, sketching Count Max, who, in a doud 
of tobacco smoke, and very insufficient costome, 
was "defying the lightning," or '^sUying Abel,** 
or "strangling the Lemssan Hydra," or doing 
something equally unpleasant, in which his muscles 
and veins were so knotted and swollen that he 
reminded me more of a gnarled oak than smiling 
humanity, he looked so lumpy and ropy. 
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Upon any other occasion than the present, I 
believe I should have been shocked at intruding 
upon them ; but I was too much in earnest on 
Florence's behalf to care or apologise ; so without 
bestowing any more notice on the blushing model 
than if he had been the statue he intended to repre- 
sent, I bade Eric put away that horrid pipe and 
come away with me at once. 

** What's the matter now. Soph ? what are yon 
bothering yourself about ? " 

*' Florence is in hysterics," said I; ** Dr. Blount 
has been sent for, and has not arrived : come at 
once I " 

He obeyed, far more readily than I expected, 
and followed me to the bower-chamber, where 
Florence was lying on the so£ei, surrounded by 
a crowd of anxious faces and trembling hands. 

^^So the bubble has burst at last," said Eric, 
as we approached the door, and her cries became 
more distinct. " I told you what would be the end 
of all that semi-sentimental psahnnsinging stuff 
between Louis Grey and your sister, didn't I, 
Soph?" 

** You hear her," I replied. "What ought we 
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to do ? We have sent for the doctor, but he doesn't 
come.'* 

** Doctor be ■ whipped," responded Eric; 
''he cannot 

" ]&finister to a mind diseased " 

a bit better than you or I can : I know them, the 
arch humbugs I Thej have but two ideas in the 
world ; no, I am wrong, they have three : ' Two 
at bed-time, and one in the morning.' Why 
don't you let yourself laugh outright, child? you're 
dying to do so: don't be^ ridiculously solemn. 
I'm very sorry for her, but she won't come to grief 
this time ; people who howl and shout never do. 
Florence has a good deal of bubble and squeak 
in her nature : like oil, she boils at a low tempera- 
ture* Angelica is the concentrated essence of 
a strong spirit, sixty over proof; Florence is all 
cries and tears, merely whine and water." 

'' Eric, have you no heart? " I asked, reproach- 

ftdly. 

''Literally yes; metaphorically no," replied 
Eric. 

" Tell me," said I, stopping him suddenly, and 
facing round upon him; "do you think you can 



NO CURE, NO PAY. 65 

help that poor girl? K yon can% you shall not 
go near her to smile upon her grief^ and ridicule 
her agony^ you cold-blooded Mephistophiles." 

"You are civil. Soph,** cried Eric, "for once 
looking really annoyed; extremely civil, I must 
say. You came fljring into my studio, thereby 
discomfiting my modest model, who was not in a 
costume which would be generally considered as 
presentable in decent society : in short, discovering 
the worthy Max 

<< In very thin mn|Im and but little of it." 
You don't even say so much as ^ I beg your pardon*^ 
gentlemen,' but in every sense of the word ' put my 
pipe out ; ' you drag me off, nolens volens, to pre- 
scribe for another young lady in what Mrs. Mala* 
prop would call ^ hydrostatics,' and when I venture 
to suggest that she may probably survive the 
attack, you call me a cold-blooded Mephistophiles." 

" The fact is that I never know what you really 
do mean, or what you really are, Eric," I answered; 
angel or fiiend, guardian spirit or evil demon*" 
I am, my dear Soph, like most other people, a 
compound of good and bad — ^in which of course the 
bad preponderates* Well, am I to cure Florence 
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at once, or am I to go back to my meenchamn^ 
and leave her to the tender mercies of Dr. Bloont? 
He will doubtleas administer five grains of 
colocyndi by way of a cure for her misplaced 
attachment, and three of bine piU for yomig 
affections ran to waste." 

** Oh, Eric, cure her if you can: poor Florence! " 

^^Poar Florence indeed," he exdaimed, ^^and 
poorer St. Lonis — there's the rub : if they were not 
both so infernally — I b^ St Loois' pardon — so 
pitiably poor, they might be singing their hymeneal 
hymns together now ; but she has no money, and 
he has no living. Florence might say that < there 
is no living with him, or withont him: ' he has not 
even a lucrative ^cure; ' so you see it is literally 
in his case, ^ no ctffie, xiopayJ Therel am punning 
^ain, and putting my foot in it involuntarily. 
Well, let us go in, and see what can be dime: 
our standing here in this draught won't help her, 
and may hurt you. CSome." 

And so saying, we entered the bower-room. 

The very violence of my sister's attack had at 
last given a temporary relief; exhausted nature had 
iuccumbed, and she had sunk into akind of stupor. 
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The whole &mily had gadiered round the softi. 
Aunt Barbara trying not to look frightened. The 
twins, now vagaedy sorry for the mischief their 
silly tattle had done, were sniTelling and sasffling 
after their own weak &shian of weeping. An- 
gelica — ^pale, calm, and cold aa Qsoat — was doing 
all that could be d<me, in bathing hw sister's fore- 
head with eaa de Col<^;De, and supporting her faint 
head upon pillows. 

Uncle Denne, after finding that his ezposttdations 
and suggested remedies were alike impotent, bad 
retreated in conirukni and distress ta his den; 
whence he did nothing hat send endless messages 
of inquiry as to how Miss Florence was getting 
on, accompanied with entreaties, nay injunctioiu, 
that she shoold " go to bed." 

And here let me mention two remarkable facts, 
which I hare discovered on my passage throogh 
life. One is, that there are certain men whoaa 
idiosyncracy leads them to the notiau of there 
being but one remedy for any evil a woman may 
endure, whether mentally or bodily ; and that is, 
to " go to bed." 

The o&er &ct is, that among uneducated persotu. 
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the only solace or cure in sorrow or sickness is 
** buttered toast" 

Phoebe^ true to this instinct, was su^^esting the 
toast as we entered the school-room. 

•'There, Mary," (addressing an under house- 
maid,) -you jest nm and teU Squoire as missy 
be better now: ony see. Miss Jelica, she be a coming 
to rights at last. Now jest let 'en us put her quoidy 
to bed, and jest let'e me make her a cup o' good 
strong tea, and a nice round of buttered toast, and 
she'll be all well 'i the momin'." 

Phoebe was shghtly mistaken, for missy was 
by no means '^ coming to rights : " at the first 
attempt to move her, the fits returned with re- 
doubled violence, attended by most unpleasant 
grinding of the teeth. As usual, the bystanders, 
in a chorus of expressions of pity, remonstrance, 
and menace, were doing their best to increase 
the excitement under which she laboured; and 
the fits of course became proportionally vio- 
lent 

*' Really, Florence, I must insist upon your being 
silent," said my Aunt Barbara : *' this is disgrace- 
ftdl" 
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** Oh, Florence, pray stop," sobbed Hilda, ^* you 
fiighten US so dreadfully." 

" Oh yes, do stop," cried Elfiida; " stop, for poor 
papa's sake ; he is so horribly frightened." 

^^ And distressed beyond measure," continued my 
aunt, '' that such an exhibition should take place 
in his house. Florence! I insist upon your 
making an effort." 

"Ah do try now, missy dear, try and stop; 
you're breaking your poor dear sisters' hearts going 
on like this, a grinding and a raving-'aint she. 
Miss Jelica ? She'll kill herself, and you too; " and 
while saying so, Phoebe wildly flung cold water in 
the sufferer's face. 

"Don't do that," said Angelica, quietly, now 
speaking for the first time; "you wiU give her 
cold. Who is that at the door ? Soph and Eric 
too ? Come in." 

"We approached the garrulous group. 

"What can we do?" continued Angelica, ad- 
dressing Eric " Can you help her ? I am sure 
all this talking and concision is very bad for her ; 
send them away, Eric, they will not go for my 
bidding." 
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Eric at oace aasinned an air of staonn authority^ 
and ordered everybody except Angelica and myself 
out of the roonu They all obeyed him: even 
Aunt Barbara Trent gnunblingly away at last 

When all were gone» and the passages clear^ 
he bade me take the light and fellow him with 
Angelica. Then raising Florence in his arms like 
a child^ he carried her to her own room and laid 
her on the bed 

^* Now," said hb, '^nndress her as fast as yoncan, 
and when she ia fairly in bed caU me; " and so^ 
saying, he left ns. 

Without a word, and with all despatch, we did as 
directed. When all was prepared, we recalkd him. 

I do not intend to record what Edc did. 
It was incomprehensible at the time when aeean, 
and it is perfectly indescribable to those who did 
not see it The effect was that she &31 into a 
perfectly quiescent state„ apparently asleep, for 
her breathing was regular and tranquil,, aind her 
countenance compoaec^ and almost smiling. 

" She will da now,, girls, if wet let her alone," 
said Eric ; " donH let her be disturbed" Th^ 
leaning over her, he said very quietly, " Vhteaace, 
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promise nie not to wake imtil twelve o'clock to^ 
morrow." XnstaDdy, without effort^ she replied^ 
'* I will, Eric ; thank yoiu" 

And thus we left the room. As the clock in 
the stables stnick twelve the next daj^ she awoke. 
In what his mysterious power consisted, I will not 
pret^id to explain. Whether it arose simply from 
a powerfttl mesaneric influence, or some still mote 
subtle and almost supernatural agency — giving the 
power of conquering the will and rendering the 
muscles and nerves obedient to his conuasand — I 
cannot telL Well authenticated cases in whkh 
such powei? has been exercised have been recorded^ 
as applied both to men and animals. Mesmer used 
it i^ the fonner case ; the ^ whisperer," in d&e 
latter : not to mention the records by Mr. C. IL 

Townsend and others; 

Whether it be firmn the mind or the body ftat 
this power spriri^s, matters little; that suck power 
exists in certain natures none can doiibt: the 
instances are too numerous and too well known to 
admit of disbelief. Whence this wonderful power 
emanates remains to be discovered. For myself, 
I have vague ideas that it is a dim foreshadow- 
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isg of some mighty ordinance of the Deity which^ 
at the appointed time, will burst upon us; that 
it is a scintillation of some scientific marvel, the 
full blaze of which will hereafter appear to re- 
concfle incongrmties and explain seeming incom- 
prehensibilities. 

Are we not even now b^inning to ^^ see through 
the glass less darkly ? " Are not the electric tele- 
graph, the daguerreotype, the electric light, all 
links in tiie gigantic chain of science wHch, when 
complete, will bind the world together? — or, to 
continue the preyious idea, are they not, so to speak, 
sparks from that marvellous light which is hereafter 
to illuminate our earthly darkness? To-day we 
paint with the sunbeam, talk by the lightning, 
and travel on the wings of vapour : thus much has 
already been vouchsafed to the finite by the In- 
finite. Who shall venture to doubt the possibility, 
nay, probability, of yet greater powers being ac- 
corded us to-morrow ? 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

CLOUDS. 

" Our days are covered o'er with grief. 
And sorrows, neither few nor brief, 
Veil all in gloom; 
Left desolate of real good 
Within this cheerless solitude 
No pleasures bloom." 

COPLAS DE MaNRIQUE. 

Time and the hour ran through the roughest 
day. And poor Florence ** lived down ** her sor- 
row in dne course of time; passive endurance 
rather than resignation haying tamed and toned 
her untutored heart's first wild outbreak into a 
deep and settled gloom. Oloom^ indeed, was the 
prevailing atmosphere at Daundelyonn in those 
days ; sad, sorrow&l days they were : the glories 
of our old home were departing; their hours 
were numbered ! and I felt a sad foreboding as to 
the fiiture. 
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Angelica^ pale, thin, and yellow, sought distrac- 
tion by vijgorously ftilfilling every duty of life 
with a feverish restlessness, and earnestness of 
purpose, painful to witness; her strained eager- 
ness contrasting with, and doing battle against, 
sudden fits of apathetic absence of mind. 

Florence, looking plainer than I thought it 
possible that even grief could make her (for I 
am no believer in the doctrine of the beautifying 
influence of sorrow), languid, sickly, sentimental, 
and at times a little silly and romantic, dawdled 
away her days. The twins, peevish and childish, 
worried one another like two pet puppies ; snarl- 
ing and snapping, half in joke, half in earnest ; 
teasing themselves, and plaguing everybody about 
them* 

Aunt Barbara was cross, captious, and discoio- 
tented ; amioyed more than she ventured to say 
at the dday in Angelica's marriage; vaexed at 
Florence's unfortunate attachment; and,^ above 
all, disappointed about Hilda and Elfirida : whom 
we might have thought to be gims, so loud 
were her lamenlationsi over their not '^goii^ 
off." 
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Harold was away at Canterburj; immersed, 
as we understood, in hop transactions. Those 
terrible hops ! — ^with what sad memories are hop- 
gardens associated in my mind I * 

Eric and Count Max were gone on a fishing 
expedition somewhere in Hertfordshire. 

Ernest, now a handsome high-spirited boy, s&er 
a short and merry visit, had returned to his 
Unde Harcourt and his studies; that worthy 
relative, as has been before stated, having formally 
adopted him, and installed dear old Morgan in the 
office of his housekeeper. 

From Otho we heard periodieally ; short 
matter-of-fact letters arriving once a month, like 
a foreign mail : old Michael regulariy adding as 
a postscript, ^ his loving duty '^ to his dear young 
ladies* Poor old fellow, he Hved, as we were 
told, in a little house at fte great entyance gates 
of Otho's feetory, enveloped in an atmosphere of 
smoke, and happy in tiie possession of a dirty 
dovecote which occupied the centre of a yard 
some twenty feet by twelve; in which dingy 
mansion lived the desemdanta of the old OTiginal 
Welsh pigeons, imported at some expense and 
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trouble^ and who were now becoming acclimatized 
to the sooty air in which they existed. 

Edwy was at school, and always in some scrape 
or other ; * perpetually writing home either for 
clothes, '' tuck " (as he called eatables), or money. 

Sir Brutus was spending his period of probation 
on the Continent. 

Mr. Martin's approaching marriage to the 
^^ amiable and accomplished Danae, only daughter 
of Josias Goldworthy, Esq., M.P., the distin- 
guished millionaire, and owner of that truly 
palatial residence. Ingot Park, Drosshire," as 
aimounced in the newspapers, had not improved 
Hilda's temper. 

While the rumour that Frank Wildman, of 
Wildmanshurst, was engaged to Jeannetta De- 
vayne, rendered ElMda more sulky and discon- 
tented than words can express. 

Phoebe Sackett, who had suffered much in 
health and spirits by constant attendance upon 
Florence daring her hysterical attacks and sub- 
sequent convalescence, had gone to spend a 
holiday with her grandfather, Ben Jermin, the 
gardener. 
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All these depaitnres had tended to throw a 
gloom over Daundelyonn such as it had never 
exhibited before. 

Bnt perhaps the most marked change of all 
was in dear Uncle Denne himself. He who had 
ever been^ if not the life of the partj^ at any 
rate the most evenly cheerful^ hopeftil^ and 
warm-hearted member of it^ was now rapidly 
becoming an altered man. His features, his 
fignre, nay, his very voic^aU were changed: 
the mddy cheek was pale and haggard; the 
bright, bold^ bine eye, with its laughingly be- 
nevolent expression, was snnk and dim. His 
fignre had lost its stalwart proportion, and was 
shrinking and wasting day by day; while his 
grizzled hair was taming more and more silvery 
white and thin. His voice, once so hearty, 
had become £unt and quavering. That joyous 
laugh of his, which used so often to wake the 
echoes of the Keep, or ring merrily through the 
sunny orchard, was never heard now. A forced 
and feeble imitation of its round and resonant 
cadence was all he ever indulged in; and even 
this was seldom audible. 
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Poor Uncle Dfomel What could it be that 
blanched his hairj dimmed his eye, and changed 
the genial^ middle-aged country gentleman into 
a weak, sickly, anxious, haggard old man ? 
At that time, I had never so much as heard 
hinted the real cause of this sudden alteration in 
the appearance and manner of one so near and 
dear to us as Uncle Denne. And yet I had 
settled it in my own mind that pecuniary loss 
was the cause. 

Men of that bustling stamp in which the 
manners of the stable and the inn usurp those of 
the drawing-room and library, were constantly 
calling upon Mr. Denne ^on business," and 
detaining him during those hours which he had 
usually devoted to recreation. They moreover 
assumed an air of jaunty familiarity towards him 
on parting, which no one else had ever presumed 
to do : such, in fact, as is only used by coarse- 
minded flippant creditors towards a debtor of a 
stamp immeasurably their superior. 

An unaccountable dulness always pervaded the 
house during these detested visits, although no 
one ever ventured a remark about them. And 
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they were always followed by a summons to my 
annt to repair to my mide's room, where she 
remained closeted with him sometimes for hours. 

All this seemed strangely ominous to me; and 
I would gladly have sought an explanation, but 
the feeling that it was possible I might do mis- 
chief, or perhaps bring about some catastrophe, 
by breathing imfounded doubts or fears, always 
restrained me. 

Good little Miss Crockett had also noticed the 
change in my uncle, and these distressing visits. 

" Yes, my dear," said she to me one fine day, 
when at her request, I had accompanied her to 
the top of the Keep to look at the view; '' yes, 
it is a magnificent prospect, I have always thought 
so ; but that is not what I came here for. I came 
to ask you whether you have noticed any change 
in your dear unde lately? " 

« Oh, Miss Crockett 1" 

'^ You have, I see ; of course you have ; I knew 
it. So have I, my love. Do you know the 
reason?'' 

'^ Dear Miss Crockett ; how should I ? I think 
he has been much annoyed at Florence's un- 
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fortunately giving her heart where she dare not 
give her hand, and I think he is equally vexed 

at Angelica's promising her hand ^ 

** Where she could not be expected to give 
her heart," said Miss Crockett "Yes, Sophie, 
my love, that may have annoyed him ; but that 
is not all: a niece's misplaced affection won't 
bring a hale country gentleman ^ down three 
stone ' in scarcely as many weeks. No second- 
hand interest in the most valuable of hearts 
ever turned a middle-aged mortal's hair from 
grey to white in a few weeks. My love, 
ihafs not it Pshaw; hands and hearts I" cried 
the little woman, warming, though at the same 
time evidently sorrowing at the subject " Hands 
and hearts, indeed I stuff and nonsense I Where 
should I have been if I had stopped to think 
about my heart or my hand either? And your 
xmcle is a sensible man, and I am convinced 
that it is neither hands or hearts that cause his 
depression. My dear it's ^ hops.' Pockets of 
hops don't make the money hop into his 
pockets. The fact is, his hops have failed 
for several years; and it is a serious matter. 
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Broken hearts may be mended^ but mined for- 
tunes no ingraraitj can patdi. Mj dear old 
friend Edward Denne — mj good, kind, noble, 
warm-hearted, generous old Mend! to come to 
rain in his latter days. Sophie, my child, don't 
mind me ; " and with these words, the kind, 
aflfectionate little creature sat down on a projec- 
tion of one of the crumbling buttresses, and hid- 
ing her &uce in her hands sobbed bitterly. 

Crying is certainly infectious among us women, 
for I felt the tears fiist welling up into my own 
eyes, when Miss Crockett suddenly raised her 
head and said — 

''There, what an old fool I am, giving way 
after this &shi<»i, and making you cry too, poor 
dear child. Ah! I know you love your* unde 
dearly, and that was why I asked you, though 
you are the youngest, to tell me about him. Oh, 
dear, dear! What a world it is; and what a 
world it might be, if it wasn't for loye, and 
money, and the ' fly' — withecing our hearts 
and blighting our 'bines.' But it is always so — 
always so. Soph I " 

And again the litde lady sobbed, wiping her 

TOL.li. a 
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eyes with a great white pocket handkerchief^ 
which fluttered like a banner in the breeze. 

"Dear Miss Crockett," said I, soothingly, "I 
hope things are not so bad as you seem to 
think them. My undo is not utterly niined» 
gurely?" 

" What is Harold about ? " continued she, "that 
he is away just now, when he is most wanted 
at home ? Oh, you need not answer, my love ; 
I know he hsus stolen away selfishly to indulge 
in his own romantic regrets when he ought to 
he here at his father's side, as his prop, stay, and 
solace; unfeeling boy: silly youth* Yet there, 
ihere — ^what right have I of all people to con- 
demn him? I, who was the veriest fool in ex^ 
istence when I was his age, and am not much 
better now." 

I suppose that I looked astonished at her 
remarks, for she continued in a still more ex- 
cited strain. 

" Sophie ! neyer fall in love : never jump head* 
l(Hig into the pitfall of passion, as I did. Wait 
until some one offers you his arm, and says 
pditely, * Will you be ao good, ma'am ?' K you 
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don% your life will be the same lonely, insoffi^ 
cient, desultory a&ir that mine has been. Little 
did I think what my £Eite woold be when I 
first met your Unde Edward. He was so 
manly, so gay, so kind, and oh! so handsome—* 
so yery handsome. No wonder I fell head over 
heels in love with him — stapid little Jenny Wren, 
that I was. All the girls did the same ; and mine 
was not the only aching heart the day he married 
your annt She was a beanty then, and the leign* 
ing toast of the conntjr town. No! there were 
many whose hearts ached on that day, tdiongh they 
soon got over it; all bat foolish Corny Crockett* 
Her silly soul was always too big for her ngly 
little body, so she ran away, and set herself the 
task to school her heart; and was nearly twenty 
long years learning her lesson, and has not got 
it perfect yet, it seems." And again the dimi- 
nntive person of my small friend was shaken by 
a heartqnake of sobs. 
I tried to console her in yain. 

"No, my love; no. You are very kind; but 
I am a fooL I ought never to have returned at 
all : I see it now, and I had my forebodings from 

G 2 
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the first. Yes^ I am as great a little fool as 
ever ; though, when he married your aunt, to my 
sorrow — ^not to my surprise — I had sense enough 
to see the folly, not to speak of the impropriety, 
of being constantly liable to cross his path, and 
so left the neighbourhood, until years of absence 
had, as I thought, toned down my irrepressible 
feelings. Still I was goose enough to return — 
more's the pity ! The consecration of St Agatha's 
was almost the first occasion for many years upon 
which we had met to speak to each other, and not 
then to speak much. Time has now laid its mellow- 
ing hand upon both, and I can look upon Edward 
Denne as the dear brother of my youth; but 
this sorrow of his almost renews the early yearn- 
ings of my heart, and I cannot restrain my grief, 
for I feel that I cannot help him." 

And here again the poor little soul found relief 
in floods of tears. 

"It is useless to give way after this fashion, 
Sophie," said she, once more, wiping her eyes and 
settling her dress ; " let us go down : but mind, 
the confidence I have given you must be strictly 
kept ; I know that it will : I can trust you." Then 
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suddenly turning round, she observed, " Florence 
should be taken away for change of air and scene ; 
that is the best remedy for her: nothing like 
change to shake off the black dog of disap- 
pointment." 

" Yes, dear Miss Crockett, Dr. Blount has 
already recommended it, and we have been think- 
ing of writing to Otho, if Uncle Edward does not 
object to our doing so, and asking him to escort us 
for a trip somewhere ; we have not seen him for a 
long time." 

**You could not do a wiser thing, my dear. 
Change of both air and scene will do you all good ; 
and you will come back, I hope, with fresh health, 
strength, and spirits, to enable you to cheer up 
and assist your dear uncle and poor Mrs. Denne*'^ 



86 THE DENNES OF DAUKDELTONN. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE TTJSWAJLD. 

** Roman warriors crossed yon sea, 
Monavia, to conqwr thee. 
Northmen in the days of yore 
Drenched thy soil in Manxman gore! 
Roman, Northmen, both are gone, 
Devastation's day is done. 
Fearless now the steamers land 
On the shore of Douglas' strand 
Crowds of joyous Mk, who steal 
Bicnic pleasures at thy Castle— Peel." 

Cros Mona. 

Hatin0> by the advice of Dr. Bloont^ and with 
the permission of Uncle Edward^ decided upon 
change of air and scene for poor Florence, who 
did not rally as could be wished, we wrote to tell 
Otho of our determination. We were as much 
surprised as pleased to receive an answer by re- 
turn of post, saying that he too. was desirous 
of change of air and sea-bathing ; and hating to 
be left alone with his own thoughts, always un- 
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pleasant companions, he would, if we liked to 
accompany him, gladly frank us to the Isle of 
Man and back, and wonld pay our expenses for 
one month; after which, if we thought fit to 
remain, we might, to use his own expression, 
*' Shift for ourselved." Should we accede to this 
proposal, we were to meet him in Liverpool, that 
day week, the 1st of August, and look upon our- 
selves as his visitors at the Castle Mona Hotel 
until the 1st of September ; on which day he was 
bound to be back at the ^' mill ^ again. He 
added, by way of postscript, with characteristic 
abruptness-^*' N. B. If you come in uglies, 111 
cut you all/* 

In the low state of our finances thb offer was 
not to be rejected, so I waa deputed to answer it, 
which I did, rather in his own style, as follows :— 

«'DXAB OLD OtHO, 

''We shall be delighted, punctual, and 
grateful. You will find us aboard the ' Tynundd/ 
at 10*30. ▲•u. next Tuesday. 

" Ever yours, 

" SoM.'* 
" P. S. If you look uglj/f we'll cut you." 
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This arrangement decided^ all was bustle and 
confusion ; quite a treat for Angelica and myself, 
after tlie stupid tranquillity of our late inactive 
life. 

It may be observed in the generality of novels, 
that heroines seem to dress and travel by magic. 
They never have more luggage than one small 
trunk, which is supposed to contain their "simple 
toilette," but are at the same time always ready 
to make their appearance at ten minutes notice, in 
the freshest of muslin dresses, the cut and colour 
of which are recorded with painful minuteness. 
Now, any one who has ever had the smallest 
experience in such matters must at once be aware 
* that muslin dresses are about the last things in 
the world which can possibly be stowed away 
in one small trunk. 

As costly attire was by no means within the 
possibility of our purses, we rather inclined to 
inexpensive muslins, and these we found it im^ 
possible to compress within the limits of even two 
or three small trunks; so, though much to our 
annoyance, our luggage was decidedly voluminous, 
and took us some time to prepare : the more so. 
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in this instance^ as Florence, partly from the 
eflFect of her recent unhappy *^ affaire du cmwr^ 
but more, I honestly believe, from constitutional 
idleness, was, or appeared to be wholly incapable 
of managing her own affairs, or rendering us the 
least assistance. 

However, as I said before, time and the hour 
runs through the roughest day, and we contrived 
to be ready so punctually that we stood beneath 
the awning of the Tynwald Isle of Man packet 
at 10. A.M., on the appointed Tuesday. 

There we found Otho, who looked very pale, 
fat, and dreadfully in want of air and exercise ; 
he had never had much pretension to beauty, his 
nose was too large, his mouth too wide, and his 
teeth too much like tusks. Independently of these 
defects he was rather sallow and sickly looking, 
though on a grand scale : he was heavy-limbed 
and broad-shouldered, the lype of a son of Anak* 
On this occasion he had not improved his appear- 
ance by ** coming out " in a full suit of " ginger 
brown," with a drab felt hat of that peculiar make 
which is popularly called a *^ wide-awake " (I 
suppose from the fact of its never indulging in 
a nap). 
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Poor Otho! who seldom looked well in any 
hat^ waa particnlarly disfigored by this qnestionaUe 
adonnnent; the best portion of his face being a 
high forehead, a profuBion of thidc glossy hair, and 
large dark bsown eyes, more intelligent dian intel- 
lectual in their expression: the whole of which 
good points were obscured by tdie overshadowing 
brim. He was, however, in high spirits and excel- 
lent temper, expressing great satisfaction at our 
pnnctoalify. I had rather dreaded the meeting 
between Otho and Florence, from his habitual ten«> 
denc^ to notice things which when seen ought 
not to be poticed, and to joke upon painful 
subjects; a very common want of taste, and 
perhaps pardonable among those persons who are 
themselves not over particular, but less to be 
excused in Otho, who was intensely sensitive to 
remark or ridicule of any kind when pointed at 
himself. For once my fears were groundless ; he 
showed c<»isiden^le tact in his manner of address- 
ing Florence, by avoiding equally the two extremes 
of evincing pily oa the oaid hand or pointed raillery 
on the other. 

I think Flossie felt grateM for the ferbearance 
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which she had not anticipated^ for when the first 
awkwardnesB of their meeting was over, her 
spirits rose higher than I had seen them for 
many a long day, and she became almost her 
own old happy indcdent self again. 

Angelica was in a state of fri^tfol activity, and of 
as much enjoyment as she ever seemed to fed now* 
As for myself, anything in the shape of travelling 
was the delight of my life. Even the crowded, 
noisy deck of a Manx packet was charming after 
the duU dreary waste of my existence daring the 
last year and a hal£ Having satisfied Angelica's 
mind as to the safety of our bags and boxes, which 
we saw carefully walled up in the very heart 
and centre of a mass of miaoellaneous ^^impedi- 
menta," and having complied with Otho's injunc^ 
tion to takepos8essi<m of a good seat, we established 
Florence thereon to keep our places, beside a heap 
of shawls, a bundle of umbreUas and a fishing-rod 
strapped togeihar, our dressing cases, Otho's gun- 
case, and Angelica's own especial basket, which 
contained something of everything that would not 
be wanted. 

What a mania some people have for carrying 
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baskets and bags when travelling: a practice 
which has always been to me exceedingly detest* 
able, but which Angelica delighted in. She never 
went half a day's journey without providing herself 
with an elaborately packed reticule basket, which 
took her several days to prepare, and which she 
was incessantly opening and arranging; though 
we seldom saw her make the slightest use of its 
contents. 

Upon this occasion I took the trouble to count 
the number of persons suffering imder this 
species of mania, and out of forty-five female adult 
cabin passengers thirty -seven carried reticule 
baskets. 

As we were among the earliest arrivals on the 
quarter deck of the TynwaJdy I had ample time 
to amuse myself by remarking the singularities of 
our fellow-passengers as they arrived. 

The first striking peculiarity was the general 
endeavour on the part of the ladies to disfigure 
themselves in every possible way; and for no 
earthly reason that I could discover, than that 
they were more likely than usual to be seen and 
by a far greater number of people. 
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I also marvelled much at the singularitj of their 
disgnises. Why should starch be inadmissible on 
board ship? For I observed a general preponde- 
rance of limp petticoats and a fearful deficiency in 
the matter of frills and collars. 

I could imagine green and blue veils to 
be desirable^ hideous as thej are^ and makings 
as they always do the &irest face look plum- 
colored ; though I do not share the general belief 
of their efficacy in saving delicate features from 
becoming sunburnt : still the popular faith in 
their beneficial effects would sufficiently account 
for their overwhehning numbers. 

But although disfiguring veils may be tolerated^ 
why should we be called upon to forgive disfiguring 
gloves? And why are we never to see a neat^ well- 
fitting glove on board a steamer? Why also are 
all ladies clodhoppers who pace their decks? Is a 
shapeless shoe or Brobdignag boot a life-preserver, 
that it is always to be worn upon the stormy 
ocean? 

I can understand, and make every allowance for 
a shabby parasol, because salt water is no respecter 
of parasols> nor do they greatly affect the personal 
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appearance ; but why must a carioasly tmbecomiiig 
bonnet inyariably prevail ? Where, too, are all the 
hats and caps mannfiictiired which '^ make night 
and day hideous." 

I observed also this tendesK^ on the part of the 
men to disfigore themselves, accompanied by a 
kind of nautical swagger and unconscious aping 
of the hardy British seaman, and an unnatural, 
incessant desire to imbibe all kinds of fluid. 
Even Otho caught the prevailing in&ction, and 
became '^ weather-beaten " until beaten by the 
weather into a state of inaction and misery. 
Where also do the numbers of strange old 
ladies spring from, whom one meets nowhere 
but in the stuffy- saloon of a steamer ? 

Wretched old vultures I sitting staring in 
rows, muffled up in aU kinds of knitted and netted 
abominations ; seining to do nothing, to hear 
nothing, and say nothing ; unless by chance you 
approach the ill-fated bin, destined eventually to 
shield their anguish from the public eye,, when 
they instantly screech at you, ^^ I beg your pardon, 
but that is my berth ! " 

I dreadfully offended one poor old harpy by 
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replying to this note of warning — *^ Tm sure your 
berth would be my death if I ventured into it; 
For as I could neither Ue at full length, nor ait 
upright, I should be under the dismal necessity of 
maintaining the serpentine attitude of a salmon^ 
trout ready trussed for serving, during Ae rest of 
the voyage." 

I also amused myself by studying a &vourite 
theory of mine, which is, that luggage exemplifies 
character as much if not more than handwriting* 
For instance, I felt certain that the large square 
box elaborately stitched into a canvas cover which 
partially protruded, from the waU of luggage 
must belong to that middle-aged, respectable, old* 
maidish-looking individual, spare of figure and 
pinched in fiice, dressed in very shabby dove-^ 
coloured merino, with a shepherd's plaid shawl, 
brown silk gloves, and small green ''ugly." 
While the battered, but originally good black port- 
manteau, with the white stars painted conspi* 
cuously and thickly upon it, could be the pro- 
perty of no one but the tall, thin, bronzed man, 
evidently an Indian officer ''home on leave,'' 
who was smoking endless cigars on the step of 
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the paddle-box. The old-fashioned hair trunk 
with brass nail initiak said plainly as trunk could 
speak, '^ Master Smith going back to schooL" 
While the square deal box painted dark blue 
and corded (not locked) held evidently the entire 
personalia of Martha Mnsprattj good plain cook, 
returning from a visit to her friends in Liver- 
pooL 

I was just wondering why people seem so 
particularly anxious to obtain plain cooks, while 
they seem indifferent as to the beauty or ugliness 
of every other denomination of household domestic, 
when I was startled from my musings by a loud 
clanging of a diabolical bell close to my ear; 
a tintinnabulary appendage calculated to give 
the heart complaint to any one not possessed of 
iron nerves. This was instantly followed by a 
general rush of departing friends and acquaint- 
ance who had come to see us off* Then sounded 
another loud clanging of the vile alarum; and 
away flew the army of porters, toiiters, flymen, 
and newsmen up ladders, over paddle-boxes to 
the shore; then a huge rope came clattering 
and rumbling down upon the deck, scaring the 
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Steerage passengers in all directions ; the hoarse 

roaring of the engines ceased^ the splash of the 

wheels was heard. ** Turn ahead ; " " Back her ;" 

*' Ease her;'* " Turn ahead again ;'" and " Go on," 

were shouted from captain to boy, from boy to 

engineer below. The quay, with its long line 

of eager faces and waving hands, seemed to 

recede from us for a few minutes, then followed 

a disagreeable sensation of giddiness and un-* 

certainty, and then we seemed to recede from 

the quay. 

The green shores of Cheshire with their pleasant 

villas and picturesque churches became mord 

distinctly visible, the river glanced and sparkled 

in the sunshine, the wind was fresh and fair, the 

ship clean, the engines new, the captain stout and 

rosy; and leaving behind us a long line of white 

foam on the water, and of black smoke in the 

air, away we paddled for Douglas, flags flying 

and fiddlers playing at '^no end of knots" an 

hour. 
At first starting all was charming, and we 

enjoyed the fresh air and river scenery amazingly^ 

Ferry after ferry we flitted by; the long flat 
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shore of Bootle^ the heightu and bathing 
of New Brighton ; then came the fort, the light- 
house, and the strangely formed rocks at the river's 
month : which the respectable proprietress of th6 
canvas -clad box informed me were called the 
Red Noses, her own proboscis. Imming like % 
star in the darkest night as she said so. 

At last we were out of Ihe river, and in fnll 
enjoyment of what the captain called ^a nice 
little bob of a sea." 

" A little bob," said Otho. '' Ernest wonld say 
that the captain's little Bob was big enongh to 
have been called Robert by tins time." 

*' Robert le Diablo himself," I suggested. 

As time wore on I could not help bemg anmsed 
fit the gradual decay and fall of the spirits of aU 
on board. A rough, middle-aged man, in a pilot 
coat, whom I had taken to be the mate of a 
merchantman, was the very first to snocnmb; 
the first ocean wave which strock us did fi>r 
him completely : he turned white, then blue, Ihen 
red (showing the tricolour of France in his broad, 
British &ce) and finally retreated falteringly to thci 
rnmost recesses of the cabin, £x>m whence he 
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emerged no more. I learnt afiterwards that he was 
a pawnbroker. Master Smithy of liie hair tninkj 
was the next victim : doubtless his last '' tadk*- 
ont " at the pastrycook's had accelerated matters.' 
An amiable mariner with a hairy cap^ and stifl' 
more hairy face, assisted him tenderly to the 
regions below. 

Next went the doye-ccdonred old maid: she 
had been trying to get up a little mildcoszv'easatLQB 
with me^ and had succeeded, for I make it an 
invariable mle to avoid that '^noli metangere" 
stiffiiess of demeanomr which the '' maids of merry 
England" so greatly rejoice in when on their 
travels ; and Miss Penelope Dove (so Otho chris- 
tened her) had been amusing me exceedingly by 
her attempts to talk learnedly whilst in a ^tsdnt 
of intense alarm and excitement ^e com* 
menced by suggesting that^ judging by the com- 
posure I evincedj I must have been a great trar 
veller, and beg^ng me to xeassnre her mind with 
regard to the ultimate sa&ty of our conveyance. 
She seemed very gratefiil for the trouble I took 
in telling her that we had a fine ship, a good 
isaptain, and fidr weather, and that I saw ho tmat 
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for alarm; then glancing at a French book 1 
carried, she asked if I was well versed in the 
literature of "la belle France," and -whether I 
could tell her in what year and where Voltaire 
died. I said I believed he died in Paris in 
seventeen hundred and something, but that I 
never could remember dates. "Ahl" replied 
Penelope, sighing, "I am informed that the 
agonies of his last moments exceeded the tortures 
cf Pjlades and Orestes.'^ 

She then glanced off upon music, the band 
playing " Love not :" as bands on board steamers 
invariably do, just as one begins to feel the 
motion is becoming unpleasant; why they should 
always play this tune in particular it is not easy 
to decide, unless it be perhaps by way of cheering 
the sad hearts of the sea-sick. 

**I am extremely partial to music,** said my 
dove- coloured companion, " but I consider that the 
strain should always be apposite to the occasion*** 

I could not resist offering the suggestion that 

"Why 80 pale and wan, fond lorer," 

4sronld be a far more appropriate melody^ for 
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vi9-arvi8 sat a pair who were evidentlj what Ernest 
always called *' Honeymooners^" and the poor 
bridegroom's rosy fiw:e had graduaUy turned from 
'* gay to grave, from lively to severe," under the 
influence of the captain's ^^ little bob," now fisist 
growing larger and larger. 

In addition to all these incongmities, there was a 
group of very young men who had been, what 
the immortal Titmarsh describes as, '^giving them- 
selves piratical airs," and who fought bravely 
against the foe, drirking warm, excited-looking 
bitter beer, and eating biscuits made of a com- 
position calculated by its density to &tigue the 
Jaws of a giant. One by one these poor yoimg 
pirates disappeared, to the last attempting to look 
hardy and nautical ; but it was of no use : ^^ little 
Bob " was the better mauj and he knew it. 

Penelope next stopped short in the middle 
of a very learned disquisition upon art and 
artists in general, with which she had been in- 
doctrinating me, and which she ended by de- 
claring the ^'Madonna dell Siesta^ to be '^the 
most divine emanation from the studio of the 
superb RaphaeL" 
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Poor Pent I liad notioed a rigiditjr stealii^ 
about the comers of her mouthy which I knew 
boded her no good> and as it increased rapidly, 
she cut off cfyllable after sjUable; and at last 
said, as simplj as any other mortal might have done 
under similar circumstances, though perhaps less 
nauticaUy*^ 

^^I can bear this no longer: I must go down 
stairs." 

Florence had for some tune been laid out upon 
an old sail-cloth on the deck, with a carpet-bag 
by way of pillow, and dressing-cases on either 
side to keep her steady. She was quite pale, 
cold, and still; seeming more like an effigy in 
white marble on a tomb of tarpaulin than a 
Eying woman of the nineteenth century; but 
her handsome &ce and figure looked well even 
in all her misery: and so seemed to think a 
horrid, thick-lipped man who kept hovering about 
her, like a bad kind of moth round a candle, in- 
cessantly offering all kinds of remedies which, 
being infinitely worse than the disease, none of 
us would accept. 

Angelica, also, began to look flustered and 
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anxiaaa — a v&ry common symptom — ^but, I reallj 
believe ahe would not hmre given way to the 
feeling which was by no means ^^ gently steal- 
iDg" over her^ had not a vile amell of boiled 
beef and cabbages arisen like a mephitic vapour 
from the dqyths below; and, worse stilly had 
not some heartless fiend in the shape of a 
ship's cook c^unmenced the process of frying 
fiahl 

Otho, himself suffering frightfully, at last in- 
sisted upon her drinking a glass of champagne ; 
this had been suggested as an infallible remedy 
against sea-sickness by the brown young Bengalee 
at the fi)ot of the paddle-bos, who, stretched on 
a huge buffalo robe, still smoked and smiled 
serenely as ever, to the intense envy and disgust 
of all the sufferers. Poor Angelica I She meekly 
and rashly obeyed his mandate: the effect was 
instantaneous — ^but I leave that to the imagina- 
tion of all bad sailors I 

By the time that the mate, in reply to the 
fiiinily reiterated inquiries of the sufferers, had 
announced the island to be in sight, the only 
passengers left on deck were the half-insen- 
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sible Florence, tie pertinaceous [little monster 
with the thick lips, brown Bengalee, and my-^ 

self. 

To increase the pleasures of the voyage, it now 
hegan to rain hard* The thought of going below 
was insupportable, and the attempt to move 
Florence with the object of obtaining a shawl 
wherewith to cover her was hopeless ; under these 
circumstances, I could not resist the oft-repeated 
oflfer of "thick lips'* to accept the use of a 
very large and comfortable cloak, which he spread 
carefully over her, tucking her up from head to 
foot: this arrangement completed, he seemed 
quite content, and rolling himself well up in a 
mackintosh, subsided, despite the rain, into the 
depths of a railway novel. 

I, fortunately, did not feel ill, but, having 
no cloak to cover me, was fast getting both 
wet and cold, and was vainly endeavouring to 
read the damp, flapping sheets of Otho's forsaken 
newspaper, when I heard a low and peculiarly 
impressive voice say, " You will not feel offended 
if I offer you a similar service to that which 
you have already accepted for your sister ? " and. 
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before I had tiine to answer^ the buffalo-robe of 

the brown Bengalee was dexterously thrown around 
me. 

My first impulse was to refuse its shelter^ for 
I saw that its proprietor's shoulders had no 
thicker covering than a light shooting coat, but 
looking up I saw a face on which nature had so 
unmistakeably imprinted "gentleman," combined , 
with such a kindly expression of honest cordiality, 
that all prejudice and conventional prudery was • 
disarmed as if by magic, and I gladly consented 
to avail myself of part of his robe if he would 
shelter himself under the remaining portion ; this 
he did at once, quietly and gracefully, merely 
observing with a smile that certainly it was large 
enough to protect three. 

After a short pause, my companion began, 
rather abruptly, to tell me where and how he 
had obtained the magnificent skm, which, both 
for colour and size, I had never seen equalled. 
It was a good story, well told, and led us on 
through the usual devious tracks of conversation ; 
from the prairie and Indian life to Canada with 
its snows and sleighs, thence to the United States, 
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slavery in America, slavery in India, Indian life 
generally, Indian officersji tiger-aliooting, fevers^ 
fdrlough, sea air, and bathing, and so on, to the 
Isle of Man: iaU deeply interesting and no less 
.instructive subjects, for there is a freshness and 
vividness in the description of travel and its 
incidents when related by an actor in the varied 
scenes narrated, which it is impossible to find in 
the pages of any book, however graphically 
written. 

In the course of this desultory conversation I 
discovered the brown Bengalee to be a Captain 
Arden, of the Bengal Light Cavalry, home on 
urgent private affairs, which having arranged, he 
was taking a month's run over to the Isle of 
Man ; not that he had any firiends living there, 
but the remembrance of a pleasant vacation spent 
in lus old Addiseombe days had induced him to 
take one more peep at "Elian Vanin," He 
was just describing the pretty miniature bays, 
toy churches, and baby mountains, all evidently 
still fresh in his remembrance, and was telliog 
me how its soft greoi valleys and transparent 
streams used to haunt him when lying ill 
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and vnfaappj on the boming plains c^ India; 
and I was wondering what events conld have 
ihrciwA aa deep a shadow over the destiny of 
one so yonng (for he conld scared^ be thirty 
years of age) that it seemed to linger even yet 
both in his eyes and voice^ when — ^bang — ^went 
tlie loud report of a cannon, aj^arently close to 
my ear, followed almost immediately by an 
nn^w^cmg gnn from Fort Aim; wHch, mittt 
odight^ied by my companion, I mistook for an 
echo, to his great amnsement. 

The rain had now ceased> and this firing being 
the aaonomicement of our approach to the harbour 
of Dongks, I disengaged myself from the soft 
sheltering fur which had so bravely protected 
me^ and, with Captain Arden's assistance, moimted 
on one of the benches on dede; the bulwarks of 
the T\fnwaid bdng too high to allow me, without 
suck an dLevation, to see the really picturesque 
approach to the island: it also gave me a com- 
mahdi]^ view over the expanse of our own deck ; 
a most amusing scena A grand rusk of pas- 
sengers from those realms of purgatory, the 
cabins, now took place. I laughed heartily at 
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the absurd figures which came reeling up, with 
that Yagne^ indescribable air of tipsj owUshness 
which inyariablj accompanies sea-sickness when 
brought into contact with light and air« 

Penelope had lost her look of prim old maid- 
ishness^ and might have been the wife or widow 
of a sergeaat or corporal of a marching regi- 
ment, just returning from foreign service. The 
piratical youths, pirates no more^ were tamely 
endeavouring to recover the use of their 
legs. The pawnbroker was pale, silent, and 
subdued; and looked with wistM eyes upon 
the shore. The dictatorial Otho was crushed 
and spiritless. Last of all came Angelica, her 
cap over one eye, her bonnet bent flat upon her 
forehead, her shawl hind-side before, her clear 
complexion mottled like Castile soap, her glossy 
hair tangled like a mop of golden tow ; faint, in- 
coherent, and utterly regardless of all remarks 
and appearances. 

It being low water, innumerable boats of all 
sizes and shapes came alongside, and, into the 
largest and gayest, which carried the flag of the 
Castle Mona Hotel, we were hurriedly assisted 
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by Captain Arden and Thick Lips, and liad the 
felicity of landing in the midst of a crowd of 
gaily dressed ladies^ whom the sun, now brilliantly 
shining forth after the rain, had attracted to the 
pier. 
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CHAPTER XXII I. 

ELLAN VANIN. 

'* Sweet smiling island, child of mist and foam, 
Amid thy fiury glens how sweet to roam, 
And quaff the healthful breeze Old Ocean brings 
From &r off lands upon his mighty wings — 
To seek a brief repose from worldly care, 
And feel that all one's joys are centred there, 
In thy sweet yalleys fringed with mountain trees 
Waving with gladness in the balmy breeza" 

MonOf a Poem. 

ABANDom^a our luggage to the care of Otho and 
Angelica^ I gave my whole attention to Florence ; 
who^ more dead than alive^ and still wrapped in 
'^ Thick Lips'" ample mantle^ leaned upon me 
for support^ in the centre of a crowd of staring 
idlers^ porters^ and hotel touters^ all bawling at 
the top of their voices, — the British — Castle 
Mona — ^the Royal — Clarke's Crescent Hotel, &c. 
With a desperate rush we broke this mundane 
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drcle, and penetrated throngli an intervening 
array of shoeless^ ragged rabble ; an amphibiona 
aggregation of the great nnwasbed, to be found 
in similar localities in all regions of the globe, 
bnt of which tihe Isle of Man can proudly boast 
the peculiarity that their atmosphere is pungent 
with an overpowering odour of the concentrated 
debris of fish, in most cases as little fi^esh as 
firagrant. 

Our next encounter was witih a heterogeneous 
crowd of carmen and thdr adjuncts : which, geo- 
graphically considered, are known as flies in the 
south; cabs, in Iiondon; and cars, in the north-- 
west. Beside these vehicles there were coaches;, 
in all stages of dilapidation, for Ramsay ; and an 
omnibus or two ready to make any unlimited 
number of gyrations round the to¥m, upon the 
^peculation of picking up a passenger. Into the 
best-looking of these latter cavernous contrivanoes 
for rendering people uncomfortable, amid a litter 
of straw and handbills, we* were piloted by aii 
immensdiy important individual, with a buIbcTus 
nose, whose exterior man was dad in a suit of 
msty black, whidi imparted to him the air of 
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an undertaker off dntj, and who had appropriated 
us as his especial property from the moment our 
luggage had been handed from the ^' Castle Mona** 
boat* Here '^ Thick Lipsj** after receiving his 
cloaks and acceptmg our expressions of gratitude 
for its use, bade us adieu. 

The amiable '^Brownie'' decided upon going 
in the same conveyance with ourselves ; the crest* 
fallen pirates, once more piratical and defiant, also 
formed items of the party, the remaining seats 
being filled by one or two lank youths of mild 
demeanour ; a distinguished looking middle-aged 
man, his pretty wife, delicate as a flower, their 
three laughing rosy children, and a good-natured, 
handsome girl, with a slight brogue, crSp^ hair, 
long-lashed, laughing eyes of the true Milesian 
purple, full pouting crimson lips, dazzling teeth, 
low forehead, and nez retrouss^y whom the 
children called Aunt Jerry : which I suppose was 
intended as a term of endearment, and the a1>- 
breviate of Geraldine. 

. Otho and Angelica, having again seen all the 
luggage safe, took their places by our side ; and, 
after much assumed energy on the part of the 
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conductor, merely to gain a little longer delay, 
the locomotive cavern at last jolted off. 

I cannot say that my first impresdon of Mona's 
Isle was a favonrable one, for we had to pass 
through an open market-place crammed with all 
kinds of unrefined fish — carts fall of pale cod- 
lings, hecatombs of herrings, loads of lobsters^ 
half hidden in hillocks of sea-weed, imseasonable 
and gigantic oysters, crabs of all kinds and 
colours, piles of periwinkles and plaice (here 
called flukes) — coils of conger eels^ and 
demoniac-looking ray — all which ocean trea-* 
sures combined to make the air heavy witii '^a 
very ancient and fish-like smell," only to be ex- 
changed for an overpowering scent of broiled 
herrings, when we entered tiie narrow, dirty, 
badly paved, and worse drained streets of 
Douglas. 

At last we emerged into a broad, good, but 
abominably dusty road, commanding a fine view 
of the bay and other objects of interest ; all, I 
grieve to say, hidden firom our sight by the 
steep, xmcompromising walls of the conveyance: 
which, it must be acknowledged, were not the most 
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fkyoarable ^ media'' &r the contemplatioii of 

scenery. 

After a passixig peep at some pleasant4oQkiiig 

terraces and cheerfol crescents^ we entered the 

charming grounds of Castle Mona, and alighted 

at the palaee-like residence of the Dukes of AlhoL 

Fortunately Otho had by a timely application 

secured rooms for us ; as^ to the disgust of the 

discomfited pirates and lank youths, the hotel 

was pronounced to be quite fiill : the Brownie, like 

ourselves, was safe ; *^ for," as he said, " though a 

young man, he was an old soldier, and always 

looked out to secure good quarters while on the 
march." 

Our first care was to carry poor Florence up- 
stairs to bed, saturate her loosened hair with 
" eau de Cologne," insist upon her eating a tongue 
sandwich covered with cayenne pepper, and drink- 
ing a glass of unromantically strong brandy and 
water ; which sisterly duties duly discharged, we 
opened her window, shut her door, and left her 
to a fate which proved to be no worse than a 
long unbroken sleep until morning. 

Angelica being rather more vigorous than ever. 
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1 was enabled to turn mj attention entirely ito 
Biyself; merely recommesiding her to try and 
Appear a little less like a tipsy iin>man than l^e 
appearance of her bent bonnet and disarranged 
attire snggetted. I entered my room rather satis- 
fied with the conviction that I looked no worse 
than usoal amid the general disarray; an iHusion 
T»ry q>eedily to be dispelled, for my glass gave me 
:back an image so dirty, so speckled with blaeks 
from the funnel of the steamer, and so tanned, 
that I might hare acted the character of a Che- 
rokee squaw withoizt her addition of red paint. 
Hastily repairing the damage committed by wind 
and weather, uid gladly changing the crushed, 
nncomfortaUe-looking tniTelUng dress, I sought 
AngdSca. This active mster I found excited in 
mind, and shining in visage, frovi the violent ap- 
pUeation of soap, which she had most unwisely 
used in the hope of removing some portion of the 
begrimement to which we had all been subjected. 
She was still in her tumbled, crumpled costume, 
which I vainly endeavoured to induce her to 
change ; as she dedared that she cared little ifor 
i)eauty, and less for iuhkm ; that she was tired, 
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and- wanted her tea; that tea was ready^ and 
that Otho had sent twice to say so; and there- 
fore she was not going to stop and unpack for 
anybody or anything. 

Finding her inexorable, we descended to our 
pretty sitting room, where Otho was deep in 
the compilation of lobster salad, assisted by 
Captain Arden, whom he had invited to join 
us, on finding that we were too late for the 

" Come along, girls," said Otho, "and pitch into 
this green mountain. I have exhausted my ener- 
gies in its manufacture; the lettuce is crisp and 
the lobster fresh : none of your London messes," 

The inspiriting strains of the Sturm-marsch 
galop, decidedly well played by an eflBcient German 
band> led by a pale youth with long sandy hair 
and spectacles, now rose on the air, and I could 
not resist a desire to join the gay groups of pro- 
menaxlers rapidly assembling on the lawn before 
the house. 

"There they are," said Captain Arden, while 
leaning on the window-sill, twirling his moustache ; 

the dear little Manx butterflies, looking just 
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as thej did in time gone by, unchanged in eyeiy- 
thing except the cut of their bonnets*'' We were 
soon in the midst of the gay throng — ^who, upon 
a closer inspection, proved even more attractive 
than they had previously done in perspective, 

I acknowledge to a weakness for animated 
nature: no «um can be a greater admirer of 
female beauty than I am ; and before we had been 
ten minutes on the lawn, I made up my mind, and 
intimated as much to my companion, that I had 
never seen so many attractive fiwes collected to- 
gether in my life. 

"I have seen far prettier ones,*' he replied, 
absently ; " but I hate pretty faces." 

^^ I observed that as a general rule I too disliked 
faces which could only be called pretty, but 
in this instance there was so much sunnyness 
and joyousness about them that I felt my pre- 
viously conceived dislike fast vanishing away. 
I could not but remark also on the great pre- 
ponderance of ladies over gentlemen; upon this 
the Brownie answered — 

*' Yes ; there never was a greater misnomer than 
to call it the Isle of Man. When I was here last 
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there were only two men and a boy on tbe island ; 
there appear to be a greater ntonber now^ but 
still it would be more appropriate to call it the 
Isle of Noman.^ 

« WorM not the Isle of W^nm be 9*H more 
to the point ? " said L 

He laughed, but checking himself suddenly, 
muxnnzred, " Wo-man, man's- wo ; yes, the nttrae 
will do well enouglk.*' 

After watching for some time a group of merry 
ehildren who were dancing to the music, their* long 
fair curls streaming in the breeze, we, at CaptasQ 
Arden's suggestion, ascended ^'the mound," a 
delightful grassy slope or terrace, from which a 
lovely view presented itselL 

Immediately befiDre us, calm and tranq>afe&t, 
lay the glassy waters of the beautiful bay, 
sheltered on eith^ side by bold headhmd^; on 
the right hand, rismg over Fort Ama^ and above 
fie little town of Douglas — so disagreeable on a 
nearer acquaintance, but Vrlaick in the distance 
looked most picturesque ; while beyond it, pale and 
spectral in the twiHgbt^ glimmered the newly illu- 
nrnated Hghthot:^ e. On the left, the bkck rocky 
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Iieights projected boldly into the sea, giTing pro- 
mise of many a fantastic coye and sandy nook 
amid their dark recesses. The still waters of the 
bay were gay with white winged yachts, return- 
ing from pleasant cruises or merry pic-nics. Far 
away, where the first faint ray of moonlight rested 
like a silvery path on the water leading to some 
distant dream-land, rode the Httle fleet of herrings- 
boats ; while in and out among the baser crowd of 
broad, s^e-lookmg craft to be let for hire, shot 
the long snaki^, graceful forms of a few six- 
oared gigs> mranned by Oxford or Cambridge 
students in white and blue guernseys and knowing- 
looking straw hats. 

Near the town, between it and the miniature 
island known as *' St. Mary's Rock," crowned with 
its toy-like castle, the ^ Tower of Refuge,'* loomed 
a huge black object, one of the Government 
steam-vessels, rejoicing in the romantic and eupho- 
nious name of the ^ Hedgehog.* 

The band had now ceased to play for some 
time, and Captain Arden and myself, while seated 
on a bench, had been silently enjoying the ca&n 
beauty of the scene before us. Boot-load after 
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boatJoad of retaniiiig pleasure-seekers passed 
us, their merry lan^ter and gay songs dying 
away in the distance; the moon rose higher 
and higher in the deep blue sky, nntil the 
broad waters of the bay glittered like a flood of 
molten aQver in its radiance ; and red gleams of 
more snblnnary and less ethereal light glimmered 
here and there firom the windows of the houses in 
the town. Castle Mona gradually became illu- 
minated; sound after sound died away; star 
after star stole forth; and mingling with the 
soft murmuring ripple of the advancing tide came 
stealing over the waters the sweet tremulous tones 
of a comet-&-piston, playing that incarnation of 
all thatis heartrending in music, *^ Oft in the Stilly 
Night" 

I was remarking upon the extreme moumftd- 
ness of this melody, almost the only Irish air 
which has not some admixture of mirth in its tone, 
and observing upon the strong resemblance trace- 
able in the character of the Irish people and their 
national music, when my companion began to tell 
me a singular superstition attached to this air in 
his own &nuly. 
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"^ He said that by some strange coincidence it 
had never been played by any member of it 
without its melancholy strains proving the pre- 
cursor of a death. His mother became so im- 
pressed with this idea, that nothing could induce 
her to listen to it, much less to play it She 
had heard it first on the day before her father's 
death; a second time a friend was singing it at 
the very moment when she received a letter con- 
taining the intelligence of her mother's death. 
On the third occasion her little girl had played 
it as a new music-lesson with variations, which 
she was proud to have learned, only the evening 
before she was by an accident so severely burnt 
that she died in less than a week. 

** My &ther and I were sceptical on the sub- 
ject," said he, " and considered it merely in the 
light of a superstition to believe that this tune 
had any connection with these events. Indeed, 
I, at the time being an unruly schoolboy, had the 
audacity to attempt to break the spell by play- 
ing it incessantly all one long dreary afternoon 
in November." 

" Well, and what followed?" asked I, now be- 
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coming interested; for he had paused^ aad with his 
head bent down was i^paienlly intent upon tjii^ 
knots in the fringe of mj shawl : ^' what {^h>wed 
your experiment ? was the spell broken ?" 

'*'So,^ he replied, quickljj in ^ low, hoarse 
Toice; ''my mothw died suddenly on the very 
next day.** 

We were both silent for Eome time, and I felt 
a cold shndder creeping orer me: it was a 
great relief when Angelica came mnning up 
the mound foil of reproaches for my having sat 
there so long while such a heavy dew was falling. 

As we returned to the Castle she told me how 
she had seen ''Thick Lips" in the grounds, ike 
centre of a group of admiring, if not adoring 
young ladies ; and &at on catching sight of her 
he broke through their ranks, and rushing up 
without the slightest ceremony inquired, "How 
do you do ? — ^how is your sister? — the one who was* 
so ill, how is she ?" and hardly waiting for her 
reply had skipped away again in the same abrupt 
manner. 

We rather wondered who and what he couTd be, 
for though unprepossessing, it was evident that 
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he was no snob ; when the Brownie (like a rsse- 
fill spirit, as all Browmei^ are^) hid tis^ not he 
losing oar time in specnlating upon the subject, 
for nothing was so easy m to find out the births 
parentage, educaticm^ and belongings, indndiag 
l^e personal history,^ semtiments, tastes, and a£fec^ 
tions of aay dweller on Monads Isle who might 
hia^e setlded themsdyes there for a period exceed-- 
mg one calendar month. 

** Including your own. Captain Arden?** I asked, 
hastily,. hal£-repenting the W(»rds the instant they 
were tittered. 

** Mine ? '' he answered with a sigh, — 
'^'Hb aa old tate aadeftea tdd; 
and wotdd not repay y oa &r ihe trouble of heap* 
ingit" 

I doubted thai &ct extremely, but of conae 
could say no more* 

Bidding him and Otho good night, amd kaving 
them to eiifoy th^ cigari^ and taking^ s parting 
peep at f knrence, who was: calmly sleeping, no 
dembt dreaming of her aiMseat cmmtey Angelka 
and I gsre e$tth other a partiBg kks upon the 
strength of being out of. Old EnglasKd (though 
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3ach salutations were by no means common 
between us), and after I had received reiterated 
warnings from mj sister about getting up in the 
morning, we both retreated to our respective rooms. 
I was guilty of keeping a journal in those days, 
and, tired as I was, I could not rest imtil I had 
made a memorandum of the strange story I had 
heard on the mound, with a narrative of the 
adventures of the day, illustrated by pen and 
ink sketches in accordance with my usual custom ; 
principally for Eric's benefit, to whom it was regu- 
larly transmitted. I hastily drew caricatures of 
Miss Pen, the Pawnbroker, Thick Lips, and An- 
gelica, as she appeared emerging from the cabin 
of the steamer, half finished an outline of Flo* 
rence laid out on deck, and really hit off a 
capital likeness of the Brownie in his buffido 
robe; when sleep, which could no longer be 
evaded, drove me to my pillow, there to hear, 
ever and anon, *'Oft in the Stilly Night" steal- 
ing through the silence, curiotisly associated in 
mj dreams with a thin brown bmd, with an 
enormous turquoise on the ring finger, tying knots 
in the fringe of a shawl. 
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CHAPTER XXIV, 



RENASSE. 



*^ Sleep hath its own world, 
A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence : sleep hath its o^ world 
And a wide realm of wild reality ; 
And dreams in their development bare breath 
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy — 
They leave a weight upon our waking thoughts. 
They take a weight from off our waking toils. 
They do divide our being." 

The Dream, 



Can death, abstractedly considered — can the 
severance of soul and body — ^be the fearfol and 
violent disruption of the ties between the here 
and the hereafter which it is supposed to be? 
Apart firom the mental hopes and fears aittached 
to the thought of all that is to come, and from 
which none of us can by possiblity escape, the dread 
of powers hitherto unseen, the pain of parting 
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from all the familiar objects which surround us, 
can the passage £rom life to death, from time 
to eternity, be such a fearful struggle — such a 
tremendous catastrophe as we are led to belieye 
that it is ? 

My own impressions, almost amounting to con- 
viction, lead me to the belief that it is simply a 
change of personal condition — an instantaneous 
expansion into a higher stage, or phase, of being — 
the full development of as yet but feebly de- 
veloped powers, wherein all those higher aspira- 
tions, those tender loves and deep solicitudes 
which have been nursed and tended with so 
much care on earth, will spring forth into a thrice 
luxuriant growth^ fostered by the approving smiles 
of Him who shall wipe all tears from our eyes. 

The heathen type of immortatlxty in the butter* 
fly is a worthy illustration of the profoundest 
Ohristiim sentiment 

These speculations may be aceomnted as idle, 
but they are those in which few perscms have 
not indulged more or less .frequently. The belief 
that we must live again after <de8t)i is an element 
in our being, and the qnestdon as to how we 
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shall live^ and the fashion we shall then assume^ 
must ever ariae in our minds^ and be associated 
with them. So far firom their possessing an 
idle or useless tendency, I think that they cannot 
but act as ballast and compass to the mind; 
guiding it amid the storms of life towards ^^ that 
haven under the hill,'' whence we shall depart 
no more, and where we all alike hope to gain 
re&ge. 

This train of thought had not unnaturally been 
induced by Captain Arden's account of the 
mysterious warning conveyed to the members 
of his family in the air of ^^Oft in the Stilly 
Night" Might there not be 6ome equally mys- 
terious monitor in many households? Might 
there not be one in ours ? 

I tried to recoUect whether any sudi presage 
and foreboding had heralded a similar loss to us, 
and endeavoured to trace back by the thread of 
memory the circumstances which surrounded the 
death of my own father and mother ; and whether 
any and what portents' had preceded their dis- 
solution ; but iii vain. 

The dock in some neighboucmg room struck 
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two ere these musings had wrought themselves 
out. Fatigued and rather melancholy in mood, 
I had betaken myself to bed, anticipating a sound 
and delicious sleep; indeed, so convinced was I 
that the mythical deity had me fully in his 
possession, that I abandoned myself freely to his 
influence. But, for some unaccountable reason, 
I suddenly felt more thoroughly awake, that my 
perceptions were keener than they had been at 
any time during the day. 

Seeking repose by a change of position, I 
turned over to the opposite side of the bed, 
facing the windows, when the figure of my 
aunt in her night-dress, as I had seen her a 
hundred times before, presented itself. She 
looked pale, and her countenance was sorrow* 
laden, though entirely free from all trace of 
bodily suffering ; her finger pointed to her side. 

At first I doubted the evidence of my senses ; 
I doubted whether I had not fallen asleep, and 
whether this apparition was not a dream induced 
by the story Captain Arden had told, and its con- 
sequent reflections. This, however, I felt was im- 
possible, for I distinctly heard my watch tick on 
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the table^ and the distant sound of a faint halloo 
by some boatman or belated traveller in the world 
without. Again I rubbed my eyes, but still there 
stood my aunt; and at the moment I endeavoured 
to rivet my gaze more earnestly upon her, as it 
were to make yet more sure of the fact of her 
presence, the same clock which I had heard 
before (for I even recognised the tone) told the 
hour . of three, and then the vision vanished.. 
Singular to say, no sense of positive fear had 
been induced for one moment by this occur- 
rence. No ghostly sound or ghostly appearances- 
heralded the apparition if apparition it were^ 
The costume, the expression, were, to say the* 
least, commonplace in the extreme. Astonish- 
ment, awe, and dread that some evil impended^ 
were the only emotions I experienced, and with- 
them strong upon me, I fell asleep. 

While dwelling upon subjects connected withi 
the science of psychology, the following sugges- 
tions present themselves : — 

Who is there that has not fallen' asleep, 
particularly after any great exertion of the mental 
faculties, with the fixed determination strong upon 

VOL. u. K 
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thmxL that the first act of the momiiig AsJl be 
ta oommit to papery or communicate to some much 
interested fiiend, the last liiou^t (always a lucky 
one) over the rumination of which they had 
subsided into forgetfnlness ? And who has not 
experienced the imposability in the morning of 
rflmembecing the £a€ts^ or tracing back tibe exi^ 
Qumstances which gave rise to the fortunate 
train of thought? 

Who is there» also^ that in waking during the 
ni^bi from a dr^m. ci thrilling action has not 
rfificdved to note carefully on the morrow ifcs 
dateils j feeling sure that it will be found to bear 
fardbly upon some coming eyent And who is 
there that has not felt the exceedix^ perplexity^ 
if. not impossibility^ of re-obtaining possession of 
the evanescent occurrence ? 

On waking in. the morning the^ peculiar vivid- 
ness of my recollection of the incidents of the 
{M»vions night at cmce convinced me that I had 
indulged in no dream ; and the perplexity I i^t 
was not so nmch whether I had dreamed or not^ 
aa whether I should ccmmunicate my secret to 
any Qne> and if so^ to whom? 
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Short as otor aGqaaiiitaiice had been. Captain 
Arden's was the only kindred spirit with whom 
I; Mt a wish to i^iare the discrosure. I shrank 
£rani the tiionght of making confidants either of 
Otho or Angelica: Morence was quite- oat of die 
questbn. The first of the trio would simply have 
latched;* i&esecond would probably have indulged 
is a sickly smikr, and have avoided me as one 
possessed ; the third would have been firight^ied 
oat of h^ adready^ imperilled senses. 

After much fluttering con»deratibn I resolved' 
u^^cuL saying: m>tfaii^ to aoay one, but to keep my 
amn counsel^, at Icaist for a time; until either 
t3i0^ subject had lo^ its seeming importance, or 
that tiiere Aodd be some verifioaidon of the mys-- 
terious warning. 

The first greetmgih themomingwas from Ofho. 

^Why, SophI i cannot say tiiat Manx air 
aids to the lustre of your countenancer: my deso* 
ddld, you look as thouj^ you had hems, drawn 
thnmgh a homa^poiid ! " 

** Yes,!* observed Angidvca : ***what a ghost ytm 
awl" 

SlomiflB waasaleflt aver her muffin*. 

K 2 
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My excuse was^ that a strange bed always kept 
me awake. 

For three days I bore the weight of this incubus 
alone^ though not without being on several 
occasions upon the verge of divulging it to Otho» 
notwithstanding my knowledge of the sort of 
reception it would meet with. Indeed, had our 
course of life ran on for that space of time in 
its accustomed channel, I must have imparted it 
to him, so painful was the feeling of mental isola- 
tion I endured ; but so startling were the occur- 
rences which followed our first tranquil evening 
in Mona's Isle, so much had we to think of and 
to wonder at, that the opportunities for doing 
this were less frequent, and the temptation conse- 
quently less strong. 

Two days after that on which the vision of my 
aunt had presented itself, a picnic was planned 
for the purpose of visiting the beautifiil water&ll 
of Renasse. .Among the party were "Thick 
Lips," the piratical youths, the pleasant "Irish, 
family," and Capt^ Arden; besides these, there 
were three or four Oxonians, a stray curate, two 
elderly young ladies, a few of those necessary 
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evils of life called chaperons^ a married couple 
indigenous to the island, a round dozen of pretty 
girls, also aborigines, and about balf that number 
of beaux: prominent among these latter triflers 
was a young lieutenant in the army, Horace 
Lawson by name; some account of whom I must 
render, because he was the type of a class which, 
I am happy to think, is now fast becoming ex- 
tinct He was of the genus OflBcer ; the variety. 
Dragoon. The order in social ethnology to which 
he belonged is odious to many persons, yet 
it has its admirers. The wars in India, China, 
the Cape of Good Hope and the Crimea, have 
done much towards altering the tone of mili- 
tary society, and towards morally exterminating 
the class of which he was a tolerably &vourable 
specimen. 

During the long period of comparative peace 
to which soldiers had been subjected, the bore 
military had become a very great bore, indeed ; 
but since then our young dragoons and hussars 
have discovered that the world is not intended 
for a mere parade ground, on which every civilian 
is held to be an intruder, and merely permitted; 



> 
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to plaj liis part OB sdBaaiM»-«iy, x,n .dnch 
•everj soldkr even wlio aiay chance to be nf 
aoother class or service from thad; to wHch thsj 
Jiave the hommr to bdiODgyis iheld to be eztbor 
apanahorasnok 

Were it not for their inordinate leanceity tb^ 
would be genttemanly; they can be agreeable to 
ja, certain extent if they pleaae:: that ia to aaj^ 
when thej aUecir themaeLves to appear in ike 
cbaracter bestowed npon them by natore. JBut 
an aur of abominabie aafiaanption mars that 
wbicb^ if permitted to attain its £all pDapcay 
tkm, would exhibit th^n to lihe world as gooA- 
natored, bandsame^braYteyandxather stupid yui^ 
men. Ignorant <m most jnatters^BMre thoae ^f ihe 
^' &st" worlds to an extent which would be held 
a disgrace by a fifth form Etonian^ they affisot a 
contempt for the taleuts which they <do not .possess^ 
while they ridicule the nierit they cannot emalale» 
Conceit in them assuiaes the ioacm of reserve* 
too gentlemanly to boaat of acqiwements tibey we 
ttbemselyes d^cient in^ they attempt by a staiiaas 
xeticence of maizner to impress aooiety with tiie 
idea that they really have something in them jaose 
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than they choose to divulge ; th^, in £»€%, they 
conld afadne if they ohose. They studioufily mcii. 
the company of men wlio, with finer intellects 
and greater catholicity of mind, force upon them 
an nnwilling and half-avowed conscionsness of 
their own in&riority, and content themsd^ii^es either 
by herding with their fellow-dunces, or miiiglii^ 
with those who will endure their affected airs of 
laborioos jceserve or abonnnable haughtiness ; ist 
perhaps with the compamonship of those peESoos 
of low degree over whom they can loird it to their 
lieail's content. 

There is even an ar^o^-ta filang — peculiar ito 
ibiB race Lamattemptii^todeBccibe; they affbotn 
peculiar style of dress ; and like the inferior aaodmate 
in the scale of creation, ih&y have tlieir &voiizit& 
lumntB w'herein they do kve to congregate, wJiik 
in certain other localities ihef inever appeas. 

When in the society of gendewomen th&jr seem 
to know no medium between a cool, inaiteutivv, 
contemptuous manner, almost Terging onuideness, 
and an abaadonment of admiratioii, aooompBoidl 
by a. freedom of flirtation, which decidedly ^veii^ 
upon *^ improper. Like all persons possassiRl 
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of narrow intellect^ with minds but ill-formed, 
the J hold extreme opinions^ to modify wUch thej 
would deem to be a weakness. With them^ what 
is not white must be black; what is not sweet 
most be sour; a man must be the best feUow 
in the worlds or a beast; a woman is either a 
devilish nice girl, or a horror. 

Having myself an immense admiration for all 
that was soldierlike^ brave, and manly, my dis- 
taste for Mr* Lawson amounted almost to dislike. 
He was civQ to Angelica, polite to Florence, and 
particularly attentive to myself; whUe to Otho 
he was haughty, and to Captain Arden positively 
rude. He was not loudly disputatious, nor had 
he the wit to be satirical; but in picnic parties 
like ours, where the general pleasure depends 
upon each component part doing its best towards 
eidiTeniiig the whole, one rebellious spirit spoils 
the harmony in a very short space of time, 
witiiout appearing to do or say much either. 

In the present case the supercilious Lawson, 
being not only the best-looking and the best 
dressed, but the best dancer, and a very fair singer, 
was unluckily considered a Triton among the 
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Manx minnows, and was treated with considerable 
deference. This completely turned his brain, and 
induced an attack of such small airs as were 
compatible with his small ability. 

The young ladies, DemoiseUea h marievy of our 
company (in Mona's Isle their name is Legion) 
rendered his case worse by their covert flattery and 
overt admiration (somehow or other it had be- 
come known that he possessed a tolerable fortune), 
and in their efforts to attract him they became 
positively offensive to any one with the slightest 
sense of womanly dignity, or even delicacy. 

The behaviour of two or three of the Misses 
present was positively disgusting ; and yet .their 
chaperons calmly contemplated these giggling, 
simpering advances (which would have been 
actually immodest had they been one whit less silly) 
without either rebuke or discouragement There 
was a Miss Jephson, a fair, golden-haired, blue- 
eyed blonde, with a tall, slight, graceful figure and 
an air of injured innocence, who might have been 
Mr. Lawson's guardian angel, she hovered so 
about him, and, to speak metaphorically, so com- 
pletely took him xmder her white muslin wing. 
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This yonng lady made -^great piaj" with iier 
lingletB^ wliich were long and burnished ; getfing 
to windward of him as he lay mpon the grass and 
letting th^ breeze sweep her tresses across lis 
brow BB she bent^over hkn. She woidd haya been 
Jrresistiblej but unfortunotelj she "had little to say^ 
and that little was uttered with the melodioiiB 
shrillness of a peacock. 

Th^e was also a Miss Langley of tiie party, a 
beauty of a higher caste, an '^ox-eyed " Jim^ 
with the profile of a Greek empress and Ike Uam 
of a Hebe; but, alas! her glorious head was sot 
upon a dumpy body and humpy shoulders, and if 
Miss Jephson's voice was shrill. Miss Lan^ey^ 
was a decided grunt 

The pretty Irish girl. Aunt Jerry, of the ataaiii- 
boat, was there, loc4dng brighter and prettier tinn 
ever. She also shaosed the canyersati0n, but after 
a trial of tiie dragoon's capabilities in .one or tmo 
playfal,yet witiy skirnnshes, oist of which he camEe 
off decidedly second best, and, so to speak, 
allowed judgment to go by defiudt, she de- 
clared — 

.^Sui^ the creature lias notlmig ia Urn; iie!5 
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no fim at all ! " and allowed Um to collapse into 
silence and lobster salad; while she struck off into 
A ^ much ado about natfaing ! " sort of flirtation with 
one of the young Oxonians^ who was supposed to 
be reading during the vacation. Beading^ indeed! 
He nx^t have said with Moose — 

" M7 only books are woman's looks." 

It is to be hoped that ithey Dever tanght Jbim 
.any worse folly than did joyous, wacm-heacted 
AuBt Jerry's in the valley of Eenaase. 

Au Teste: this picnic was very jmich like 

lotheiB of the same kind; there were the nsmd 

jicts of omission as related to tumblers, salti 

Imives and forks; also those x£ oammisfffan, 

in the breaking of gtaeses and salad-oil battka. 

There was the acdinary amount c£ lan^tor 

abont nothing, and disr.mnfort as to isea^ taU»- 

idoths, &&. We ate the ordiiklflfy quamtity of 

pigeon^e; upset the usual prcqpflrtiaiLiaf platen 

and drank a great deal of champagne, tepid m 

^^Quxt .of lempeiature, out a£ very £sw glassBB ; wb 

basked in the fiunahine, and flirted intheahade; 

we .pretended to sketch, iried to 'boboize, Moi 
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succeeded in nuiking a vast deal of pleasant 
noise. 

When weary with dancings singing was proposed^ 
and the usual conventional difficulties as to starting 
were gone through. Miss Langley had a slight 
cold; of course ; Miss Jephson could not sing with- 
out her noteS; which were not exactly procurable 
in the Valley of Renasse ; piratical youth, Number 
One, attempted a German " Lied," but becoming 
slightly nervous, he got out of the right tune at a 
sudden change to the minor key, and while en- 
deavouring to get back in a cadenza became hope- 
lessly entangled in a network of flourishes, and 
so failed ignominiously. Piratical youths. Two 
and Three, firm in the belief that union was the 
bond of strength, plunged, with the aid of one 
of the Oxonians as a bass, into a trio, and gave 
us a specimen of the composite order of music 
Not being accustomed to sing together, and having 
no accompaniment to keep them in unison, they 
occasionally favoured us with some startling effects ; 
but as they hohed harmonious, and as there was 
no particular tune to be discovered, every one 
was as contented as they were with themselves. 
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and considerable applause followed their final dis- 
cord. Emboldened by these signs of approval^ 
one of the aborigines^ a stout man^ medical by 
profession — ^who looked as though he had room 
in his capacious form for a triad of stomachs 
like a camel^ and who^ moreover, was blessed by 
fate with a wife, a large family, a double chin, 
and stentorian lungs — ^favoured us, frowning fear- 
fully during its delivery, with a patriotic howl, 
in which he repeatedly asserted that " Old Eng- 
land " was "Europe's glory; " and upon receiving 
an unanimous encorcy proceeded still further to 
inform us that he — 

** Sail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, 
His jib I how she smacked through the breeze." 

After which one of the young ladies timidly 
warbled two verses of something pathetic, but 
broke down at the third; whereupon she was 
comforted by the assurance that if she would but 
give us the second over again it would do just as 
well : which was true, inasmuch as it was a subject 
for doubt among the listeners, whether the lan» 
guage in which she sang was Italian, Esquimaiu, 
Pushtoo, or double Dutch. 
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Oomce XiSwson was bsulL recjuested to sing 
samodiing; but thoi^it it mace digiiified to 
dficlihe, upoa tha pies of not SGCollectiiig a woxd 
ofi the yessesi 

^ Ah,, sure I make liiem as jon go along, then; " 
suggested: the fiiir €reraldme. ^ Can't aome of ye 
gire US something new ? " 

^'I donft pioflsfB to be an ongmal. Miss "EUs^ 
gosdd/' cepUed Mr. Lawson^ sneeiin^y; « Why * 
dfflift you' apply^to detain Aiden ; it is more in 
faishne." 

Whether the person' allnded to heard the nemailt 
or not, I know not If so, it had by no meana 
an intimidating efiGscty for upon Miss. Eitzgerald at 
once appealing to him as an '^improvisatore" in 
honour of the- occaaon, he good naturedly and 
tmaffectedly^ avowed his readiness to do his best; 
Pre&cing the soi^ by a remark that JkRny I><m 
in the Manx language signifies the '^ edge of 
the waves," and that though his stanzas^ were not 
exaxitlr impit)vised, they had been begmi a fsw 
evenings before, and were* finished since entering 
the valley, he commen(red,.in a fall, manly vcioe,. 
fraught with feeling and expression, to sing< tbe 
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following verses ; liie tone being one of those old 
and inexpressibly monmfixl Irish airs, fuU of 
that latent, defiance and moumfiil gaiety — ^the 
very mirth of despair — which is so strongly their 
characteristic : — 

"MINT DON. 

** Oh I the sun is aetting red 
In his wild Atlantic bed. 
And his light fhun thee haa fled, 

Miny Don. 

''But the mom will see him rise, 
To our long expectant eyes, 
When he 'U deck with radiant dyes 

Miny Don. 

*' So from weary heart of mine, 
Like a long-fi>naken shrine. 
Or a shore where wild waves pine, 

Miny Don — 

** T(nitfa'» bright visions fade away 
In a sore and swift decay, 
Fast as fleets thy feathery spray, 

Miny Don. 

** Well, no matter, let them f ail j 
We will weather out the gale, 
Though your beacon-lights grow pale, 

Miny Don. 

'*iNb! well never more look back 
On our youth's forsaken track. 
But like thee we'll bear the wrack, 

Miny Don. 
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** Yes, forsaken and betrayed. 
With no hope of human aid. 
On life's shore though shipwrecked laid, 

Miny Don— 

** Free at last from earth's control, 
We shall see the doads unroll 
In the sunrise of the soul, 

Hiny Don. 

** Kind friends are gathered here, 
And their gentle voices cheer 
Thy soft enchanted sphere, 

Miny Don; 

" And when far beyond the sea, 
As I lowly bend the knee, 
I shall think of them and thee, 

Miny Don." 

Greatly interested by this imprompta song 
of Captain Arden's, we had bestowed but little 
notice upon a small cloud of smoke^ which, as 
we imagined, arose from the f^'e of some other 
picnic party, but which had now assumed a 
magnitude that completely negatived such a sup- 
position, and therefore attracted general attention. 

The breeze which had hitherto blown with delight- 
ful freshness by degrees became hot as a sirocco ; 
so hot indeed that no one felt inclined to leave the 
shady spot we had chosen, until a sudden gust 
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from the direction of the smoke deposited a fiery 
flake within a few yards of us. 

Instantly every one started to their feet^ and 
Miss Jephson ^^ got up " such a good imitation of a 
faint that she at^nce became quite a lionessy there- 
by exciting considerable envy among the *' morning 
wallflowers " of our party. 

The first spark was rapidly followed by a host 
of others^ spreading consternation among the 
^^ muslins^'' and as the smoke became thicker and 
more suflbcating^ every face assimied an anxious 
expression. 

All persons who have ever aided and abetted at 
a bonfire well know the pungent choking effect pro- 
duced by burning greenwood, and the smarting sen- 
sation in the eyes caused by the pyroligneous acid ; 
just such a feeling was now endured by all of us. 

We were located in a thickly planted ravine, 
through which ran a rapid but shallow stream, 
obstructed in its course by immense blocks of 
stone The precipitous sides of this ravine or 
gully were covered with trees, so that the fire had 
spread rapidly on one side of it for nearly a mile 
before we were aware that the whole space was 

VOL. If. L 
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co!T«r6d m& fiuxie. Sparks novr flevr in all 
directions, and the heavy smoke became yet 
XEMKre oppressiye every moment. What waa to be 
done ? The geutlemeii lecoiDmeiided our moving 
hi^er iq^ ilia akqpe, and remaining there mxtil 
they could diacover the direction towards which 
the conflagration was likely to spread. The ad« 
on which, we. were, had a& yet fortunately escaped 
lotion, although the shower of sparks deposited 
by every gust of wind threatened to fire the dry 
leavea and drier grass,, upon which they felL 

Pale and anxious as our faces akeady were, 
they now assumed a settled gloouL 

I have frequently since thali memorable day 
endeavoured to recal my feelinga upon the occa* 
skm of this fire*, but without satisfS^torj aaccefi& 
Admiration at the splendid sights mingjLed with 
a deep feehng of awe and wander at the ro^dbg, 
crackling flames certainly pr^onderated* I do 
not remember experiencing any emotion allied to 
jEearj although I have since been told that my face 
waa as colourless as the dreaa I wore» 

Not so with Florence^ for she required, all mj 
aaanrancesj^ and occasiooally threats^^ to restraia 
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ber firom nuhmg wildly and almost hjvleri- 
callj hither and thither, she knew not where, for 
safety. 

Thus we stood, watching Hie fiames as Ihey 
fiercely licked and swept round the boming trees 
andbnshes, when one of the piiatical youths uttered 
an exdamatioB which startled ns alL 

^' The poor dieep!'* said he, and instantly rushed 
down the slopes across the stream, and, as it 
appeared to us, right through the flames. 

A3 we gazed in the direddim he had taken, 
we beheld above the fire a large field fbll of 
sheep and cattle ; one or two of the kng-si^itod 
of our party quickly discoTered &at they wece 
tethered. Poor ammalsl they were endoaed by 
dry gDVse hedges mingled witL thistles and rank 
grass, one spark falling upon which would haveaot 
the whde on fire. 

The piratical youth was soon fi>llowed by other 
YolunteerSj leaving us wcHuen to our fatei. Feara^ 
however, were soon forgotten in anxiety, as we 
watched them slowly toil up the steep and mm 
burning bank ; for the flames had caught the hi^ 
hedge and spread so rapidly, that nothing was 

L 9 
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visible of the field, save where it was defined by 
lines of fire; the gates alone being distinguishable 
by the different colour of the flames. 

The bleating of the sheep now became most 
painful, and the suspense almost unbearable, when 
we were relieved by hearing a loud shout, and 
seeing our people return, aided by a host of half- 
distracted Manx-men, driving the cattle before 
them ; two only of the sheep having been suffo- 
•cated. 

Once more united, we were led to the bed of 
the stream, stumbling and scrambling as best we 
might, for a distance which seemed miles to me, 
but which I afterwards found to be scarcely one. 
At last we gained the entrance gate, and thank- 
ftdly heard Mr. Lawson pronounce that we were 
safe. 

Florence, who under the influence of expostula- 
tions, threats, and entreaties, had remained toler- 
ably quiet, now exhibited unmistakeable signs of 
hysterical fainting. I was in tiie act of raising my 
handkerchief for the purpose of wiping the tears 
from her face, when the stout medical man, per- 
ceiving that it was black as soot, quickly snatched 
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it from me^ substituting at the same time a 
large, comfortable, clean cambric one of his own, 
scented with some very delicate and refreshing 
perfume. 

This a<;t had the merit not only of restoring 
some little fortitude to Florence, but of raising 
him immensely in my estimation, for I was as- 
tonished to find that such a man, with such a voice 
and double chin, could by possibility have pos- 
sessed sufilcient refinement to use a cambric 
handkerchief, much less a scented one. ' 

A jolting journey of about two hours' duration^ 
in a long, mis-shapen trunk, drawn by three horses, 
brought us once more to the " Castle Mona " hotel, 
and also to the close of this eventful day. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

BAD NEWS. 

« Oh I Tery gloomy is the house of woe, 

Where tears are fallmg while the bell is kneUixigy 
With ail the dark solemnities which show 
That death is in the dwelling. 

** Oh I Very — very dreary is the room 

Where lore— domestic loye — ^Qo longer nestles. 
But smitten by the common stroke of doom 
The oorpse lies on the trestles." 

Hood. 

The violent excitement of the day had indisposed 
my mind for sleep, although the body would not 
be defrauded of some portion of repose : like a 
fretful spirit impatient of inaction, it aroused 
its weary and less sensitive consort long before 
the accustomed hour. In obedience to the sum- 
mons I awoke suddenly, fancying I heard some 
one knocking at the door, with the jaded feeling 
of one who fears some impending disaster, and 
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who feek ihit their physical energies are xm- 
eqaal to meet die occasioa. 

It must have beea -very early^ for I had lain 
in a state of intensdy thooghtfiil lassitude long 
ere tlie first twitter of the s^i an ' o w s warned me 
that the world was once more commencing 
toil One by one, with short, bustlii^, important 
chirps, these little self-possessed followers of man 
roused each odier, rustling their feathers and 
making short flights from window-ledge to 
eaves, and thence to chimney-pots, preparatory to 
adjourning to the world bdow for their l»reak- 
&sts« 

Then succeeded tiie grating of boats being 
hauled higher up upon the beach, and the hollow 
rumbling of oars rolled from side to side as the 
watermen ^ swabbed '' out their craft. Neact 
followed the heavy lumbering of empty waggons 
as they toiled on their way to labour in the 
fields. These sounds were diversified every now 
and then by a sharp, short click in Ae room, as 
the rebellious furniture contrived here and there 
to emancipate itself firom the tyranny of nail 
and glue. 
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After a time the inmafAg of the hotel began 
to stin There was a setting open of the finmt 
door^ a beating of crackly mats^ and an applica- 
tion of water from a resounding pail to tiie steps ;^ 
followed by an occasional banging of doors and 
ringing of bells. At such an honr^ despite all 
physical disinclination^ the mind is dear as the 
atmosphere withoat ; the fact of living seems to 
be in abeyance^ tiie body ceases to obtrude itself 
between thought and thought as they follow one 
another through the chambers of the brain. 

I wandered home into the old bower-chamber^ 
and saw every article of furniture, the large 
brown slate, the books, globes, and even certain 
scratchings of half-defined letters on the window- 
panes; I recollected with ease long puzzling 
lessons, which I had learned during Miss Crabbe- 
shawe's administration; I distinctly smelt the 
peculiar odour arising from the dried grass, old 
mortar, and starlings' nests, which always pre- 
vailed in the donjon keep. Then I smelt the 
burning of the wood at Renasse. 

Next arose the forms of my uncle and aunt ; 
and these suddenly passing, the circumstances 
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of my first night's vision re-presented themselves, 
and I almost expected to see it enacted over 
again: indeed I quickly thrust aside the bed- 
curtain, fancying that my aunt was standing near 
me ; but it was only fancy playing me false with 
one of my own dresses which hung upon a peg 
in the half-closed closet. 

I was congratulating myself that I had kept 
my own counsel ; believing that something of the 
same kind must have been the cause of my first 
alarm, and half-indulging a desire once more to 
fall asleep, when the dull sound of a can or jug 
being placed at my door, with the announcement 
of " 'Ot water, mem," summoned me to rise. This 
I did slowly, stiffly, and reluctantly ; punctuality 
was Otho's pet weakness, and having agreed to 
breakfast with him early, I completed my toilette 
and hurried down, leaving Angelica and Florence 
to a teie-brUte. 

Otho and Captain Arden were already waiting 
for me to make the tea, 

"Come," said the former, "you are punctual 
for once. Soph, n^e breakfast, and we will 
cut out the work for to-day. How's Florence ? " 
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''Much better," I replied; ^^and I think she 
viU be fit for anytfaing after a day's rest" 

^^'Whj,^ said CSaptain Arden^ addreaaixig himself 
to me; ''jour biotherironld seem to imply that 
punctuality is not your pecnlianty. Miss Denne." 

I was on the point of defending my character 
in that partictdar^ when the door opened and the 
waiter brought in a tray of fish, toast, eggs, &c., 
and with them a letter, deeply edged and sealed 
with black. 

'' A letter for yon, sir," said the man, rather 
blankly. 

I had seen the letter before he spoke, bat 

Mt a sickly hope that it might be for Captain 

' Arden ; although I fek a ihrobbii^ at the heart 

and confaaion of ideas which foreboded no good, 

as I well knew. 

''What on earth can this be? Who can it be for? 
It is in Dr. Blount's hand-writing, and mark^ 
'immediate,' " said Otho. 

" I can tell you," I answered. ^^ Aunt Barbara 
is dead, and that letter announces it" 

A rigid thrill of horror pervaded Otho's face 
as he tore the envelope. 
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it 



It is quite tnie: too true: Aunt Barbaara is 
dead. Who can faave told you so ? and why did 
you not tell me of it. Soph ? " 

^No one has told or vzitten to me^ Otho. 
Aunt Barbara came into my room on the night 
we arrived here : I saw her plainly ; she pointed 
to her side, and she has died of some complaint in 
that locality. Poor aunt] I then felt how much I 
loved her : all her faults seemed to have had no 
existence save in my own unkind heart; all her 
goodness stood out in bold relief. Who shall now 
dispute the truth of visions ?" 

A wild flood of tears followed. What a 
boon they were I for they seemed to wash away 
the didl, deadly incubus under whidi I had lain 
fiir the last few days, and prepared me for acting 
bravely in the present emergency. 

Otho's voice recalled me to myself: Captain 
Arden had left the room. 

^'We must tell this at once to Florence and 
Angelica, Soph ; they will feel this blow . even 
more than you and L God help them — ^what a 
change for you aU." 

'' Oh ! Otho," said I, ^ mind how yoa break it to 
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Florence. Poor Uncle Denne I what will become 
of him ? We must go back directly." 

After a few minutes' discussion as to the best 
course to be pursued^ we called Angelica down 
upon some pretext^ and placed Dr. Blount's letter 
in her hands. 

"What had we better do?" asked Otho, 
after her i&rst shock at the intelligence was 
over. 

*^ Return by the next boat, of course," she 
replied ; " Uncle Edward and the girls should be 
our chief consideration." 

" But Florence ; how shall we break it to her?** 
said Otho. 

Angelica considered for a moment. 

*^ Don't attempt to break it to her at all; go 
up-stairs and tell her at once, gently, but in a 
straightforward manner : nothing is so trying as 
protracted suspense ; out with it : it is painftd, but 
it must be done." 

"Do you think so, too. Soph?" inquired 

Otho. 

« 

" Most decidedly," I replied; "there is nothing 
so painful as the gradual progression from bad to 
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worse, the finding by degrees that things are 
worse than you thought them at first." 

"Besides," added Angelica, **the stupor pro- 
duced by the sudden shock will give the dreadful 
fact the air of being a dream ; she will not be 
able to realize it, and so we shall gain time to 
' make our arrangements." 

" When does the packet start?" asked Otho. 

** The King Orry returns to Liverpool this 
afternoon." 

*' Well, let us be quick, then, and pack up ; 
I'll go and get it over with Florence," continued 
he ; " but I 'd rather lose an arm or a leg." 

Sad, sick at heart, stunned, bewildered, and 
doubly anxious on Florence's account (who, how- 
ever, as Angelica predicted, bore the shock better 
than any of us expected,) we proceeded to pack 
up our things. 

Our luggage having been hurriedly carried to 
the packet, we speedily followed it, and on board 
the King Orry we found ] Captain Arden, who, 
having discovered our intention of leaving thus 
suddenly, had most considerately secured for us 
all the comfort in his power. With a hasty, but 
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almost tender feureweU, lie expressed his anxiety 
to be of any servioe to us in case circnmstanoes 
should cause our return ; at the same time apolo- 
gising for his presence^ by the assurance that in 
no other way could he have secured to us the 
comfort and aednsian he felt that we so modi 
needed. 

His parting shake of the hand waa attended by 
the expression of such an earnest wish to meet 
us again under happier auspices^ and so fervmit a 
desire to hear how poor Florence bore the journey, 
that Otho frankly promised to write directly we 
reached Daundelyomu So exchan^i^ cards of 
address^ with a hearty ''God bless you I" he 
darted on ahore> and waving a last adieu^ dis- 
appeared. 

How pleasant, and sometimes how lasting, are 
the friendships formed during such trips as these.. 
All the reserve with which man fortifies himself 
at home is suddenly thrown aS, and you meet thfi 
natural animal unfettered by the trammels of 
business^ and undisguised by the mask of re- 
serve. We had not known Captain Arden a week^ 
and we parted from him with the regrets of a life.^ 
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** I hare sped by land and sea, and mingled with much people. 
But never yet could find a spot unsunned by himian 

kmdn^s; 
Some more and some less— but tmly all can claim a little. 
And a man may trayel through the world, and sow it thick 
with fiiendships.'* 

Two mimites after our final parting, the Xing 
Orn^ was pknigliiDg tlie ffllverj water of the 
bay; the distance between na and the land in* 
creasing rapidly^ the bright siiintiy-looking island 
faded and faded until it became a m^e speck oo 
the horizon, and then vanished. 

Thus sadly ended onr visit to Mona's Isle^ ao 
happy in the prospect, so miserable in the retro- 
spect ; and so life's pleasures will be to the end 
of time. 

A weary, :weary jonmey was ours from liver- 
pool to Danndely osm ; I remember it more as a 
painM dream than as a sorrowfol reality : the 
hnrry-sknrry at the station^ the huge trucks, of 
luggage almost imnning us down, the distaatdiil 
roEGreahme&tB forced upon u& by Otho, the ^lari^ 
the bm^le, the rattle, the ringing of bells^ the 
blowing of steam-whistles like the shrieks of 
tortured gianls> the banging of doors^ the subdued 
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gleam and glitter of the engines, the great red 
lantern of the signal post, flaring upon us like 
the fiery eye of a Cyclops, the final deafening 
reverberation of the startling bell, the pofip, puff, 
puff of the engine, growing faster and &ster 
until merged into a continuous stream of sound ; 
and lastly, and worse than all, that incessant, 
indescribable something between a sound and an 
oscillation which combines the drone of the 
revolving wheels, the swaying of the carriage, 
the click, click of the springs, the rattling of 
the windows, the puff, puffing of the engine, all 
mingled into one hideous, monotonous vibration, 
denying rest, sleep, or forgetfulness to the sick 
and weary. 

Dull and monotonous as had been the journey, 
broken only now and then by an occasional re- 
mark from Otho, the sense of oppression increased 
the nearer we approached home, and reached its 
climax as we drew up before the house and saw 
all the windows closed. The feeling that the time 
for action had arrived was hailed by all of us as 
an unspeakable relief. 

Phoebe Sackett came to the door, followed by 
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Eric, who, with a faint smile of greeting, let down 
the steps of the fly, saying : — 

** My father bears np wonderfiilly, but he has 
scarcely left his own room since it happened. 
You had better all go very gently to him, and get 
your first meeting over at once*" 

Cowering in his arm-chair, a basin of untasted 
broth by his side, and gazing into the fire which 
he had had lighted for companionship, there sat 
Uncle Edward, so wrapt up in his own sorrowful 
thoughts that he was all unconscious of our 
entrance, until a kiss &om each of us recalled 
him once more to the wretchedness of the present 

" Ah I children, is that you ? , And Otho, too I 
It's a long time since I saw youy my boy : you 
look bravely. You've come to a sad house — a 
sad house, Otho!" Otho was silent, and only 
pressed hb hand in reply. ** Your pleasure trip 
has had a melancholy end. It has been very 
sudden, this loss — this deprivation — this — " 

My poor uncle coidd not as yet bring himself 
to use the word "death:" possibly he had not 
realized the terrible fact that Aunt Barbara was 
gone; perhaps he wished to believe it a dream^ 

VOL. n. M 
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from which he Bhould awaken and find all was 
right again. Whether this was so or not, he 
stadionsl J avoided using the word " deaths" and 
straggled hard to be cheerftd; asking shOTt, 
nnconnected questions as to what we had been 
doing, without waiting for a reply. At last he 
said — 

** Tou will go np-stairs and see her, won't 
you, children? She is very little altered; her 
dear face looks as though she was asleep. Last 
night I even thought I heard her call me, but 
it was only the wish that whirred to me* 
Eric is a good lad ; he has ' returned, and has 
done everything he could for me. Harold needs 
support himself; he should have been my prop 
and stay, but he has £dlen firom me. Well, this 
is no time forjudging anybody harshly.'' 

" Dear uncle," said I, ** you have not touched 
your broth, and it is quite cold ; let me have it 
warmed for you P " 

**Yes, my child; I had forgotten it Tour 
poor aunt used to see to all this forme when 
I was ill and weary. You will be good gi2ds> I 
know ; and we ought to submit cheerfiilly, for it's 
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all for the best: yet it's hard to bear at first-^ 
hard to bear at firsts children." 

. Phoebe Sackett^ who^ despite her illness^ seemed 
omnipresent^ answered the bell^ and^ on her re- 
turning with the warm broth, we retired to 
change our dusty dresses, and take a last look 
at Aunt Barbara. 

What a dreary sameness ever characterizes 
the chamber of death i how .exactly each mourn- 
ful detail of this apartment corresponded with 
that in which I had last seen my own poor 
mother I 

The bedstead, stripped jDf Aamitnre, suggesting 
the idea that repose was no longer required 
by the weary tenant All the accessories of 
life still remaining in .their accustomed places; 
brashes, combs, pins on the cushion, left just 
as they had been last used; powers scarcely 
&ded in the little vases ; a book with the mark 
still izr the place where she had last been read- 
ing, -whose eyes wtmld never rest again upon 
any earthly volume. .In the centre of the room^ 
tricked, out in idl the. dianal frippery of the ood&n, 
a ghaady mockery of the delicate broidery she 

M 2 
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had so greatly prized in life, lay the form of one 
who shice my childhood had been the ruling 
power among us — ^the judge from whom there 
had been no appeal. 

We all kissed her, as poor Phoebe, sobbing, 
drew aside the sheet, saying — 

" You see the last of her. Misses, for the men 
is a-coming in the morning." 

We well knew what she meant, and with one 
last look, silently left the room, followed by 
Phoebe, who locked the door, 

'* Well, children," said Uncle Edward, on our 
return, " you have seen her ? I would not let 
them take anything away : time enough for that 
when she is gone. Why remove all her little 
things, as though we wished to get rid of her ? 
None of us wish that — ^no, no — but she is gone ; 
yes, she has gone I — ^though I did not think she 
would be the first. We must be all the more 
- ready to follow. It is all for the best, and I 
must teach myself to think so. Call Phoebe, 
my dears ; you must be tired : and she is quite 
worn out ; make her go to bed. Speak a few 
• kind words to her, she is a good girl. Don't 



BAD NEWS. 166 

attempt to see- Hilda or Elfrida to-night; Dr. 
Blount has given them an opiate^ and thej are 
gone to bed together^ poor children I Eric has 
taken Harold away into his studio; his restless 
excitability and want of self-control distressed me 
exceedingly. Good-night, my darlings, and may 
our Great Father bless you. Don't fear for me," 
he added, on seeing anxiety depicted on our 
faces : " He will give me strength to bear up 
through it all." 

No sooner had he gone to his own room, than 
I sought Eric for counsel and support. My 
entrance into the studio checked Harold in a 
torrent of self-reproach for his manifold acts of 
unkindness to Aunt Barbara, Uncle Edward, and 
indeed to all of us.- 

However sincere the momentary self-crimina- 
tions might have been, I knew that they were 
too transient to work any lasting correction upon 
his wilful nature. He was one of those shallow- 
souled men whose best resolves wither under the 
blight of self-gratification, whose self-reproaches 
are as bitter as they are evanescent 

He well knew that by continuing in this con- 
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denmatorj strain before me, it would inerit- 
aUy elicit a few nnpleaiant tmths^ which nmst 
be as unpalatable as they wonld be nnantw^er- 
able; he therefore concluded his jeremiad widi 
a feverish, sigh^ and betook: himself hnrriedly^ to 
his own room. Elricwas a tranquil listener; he 
understood Harold's character well^ and despised 
it. Bimself being essentially a man of reflection^ 
he cared not to argue with this man of impulse; 
he had therefore permitted Harold to run* oh 
with his penitential declamation without troub- 
ling himself to make note or comment. 

^aiam ghid he is gone, Soph,^ said Eric, a^ 
the door closed : *^ he is a rope of sand. Shadows 
on water are not less uncertain in their effects than 
are sorrows upon a man of his temperament ; to- 
day all repentance, to-morrow all self-indulgenoe. 
He will endeavour to rid himself of the stilus of 
conscience by resorting to some frivolous amuses 
ment : anjrthing for him is preferable to thought,, 
powers of reflection he has non&" 

'^Yes, Eric, he compounds for his culpaUe 
shortcomings by blatant self-reproach* It is mere 
waste of time to talk to him. I . came to consult 
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ividi joa as to the fdtore. I fear that terrible 
misforhmes are impending over ns all, bnt par- 
ticularly over yonr dear father. Aunt Barbara 
ia gone> and I fear that everything else is going 
too ; I am satisfied in^ my own mind that pecn- 
niary difiScnlties have beset Uncle Edward for 
a long time, and that we shall aU hare to leave 
shortly.*' 

^' Tes, Soph ; my father is in the hands of 
money-lenders. For me, my conrse is clear; I 
shall torn professional artist, and intend to tdl 
my father so on the first opportonity. Angelica 
wiU marry Sir Bratns ; and I really don't think 
she can do better. Otho and Ernest are weU 
provided for ; Florence must marry Lonis Grey, 
if it can be bronght about in any way: perhaps 
something may be done for hinL The twins are 
the great anxiety; they are two such helpless 
idiots, not fit to be trusted with a doU's house* 
You, Soph, must take the initiative, and cut 
down the expenses here in every possible way; 
while I return to Rome at once, and endeavour 
by the sale of pictures, &c, to send home funds 
to help my father and those poor girls. It won't 
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do for me to be idle any longer; and this also 
I mean to tell him, when the fdneral is over and 
tranquillity restored." 

** By the by, Eric," said I, '* some one told me 
long ago that Aunt Anna left you something in 
her will : is that the case ? " 

" Why, yes, she did ; a trifle, but not enough 
to live upon, or you may be sure that I should 
not have been a drag upon my father so long. 
My poor father ! the great mistake he has made, 
except in Edwy's case, is in not bringing any of 
us up to any profession : no man, let his prospects 
be what they may, should be without occupation. 
An idle country squire, even when prosperous, is 
but a miserable fellow : fortunately for me, I have 
a great taste and a little talent for painting, which 
I have improved ; but if I had not, what a pretty 
mess I should now be in, a complete dead weight, 
a burden to my family and a misery to mySelf. 
Harold, poor fellow, is just in the same case : what 
will become of him God knows; he has not a 
single taste which he can turn to accoimt. Tou 
girls are not without some trifle of your own, 
are you ? " 
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"No, Eric: what my father left us Uncle 
Edward has taken care of, and I never thought 
about it ; nor should I like to inquire now what 
has become of it. Whatever it may be, or where- 
ever it is, I shall say nothing, unless Uncle Ed- 
ward first mentions the subject" 

*'He is sure to do so sooner or later," said 
Eric : " but hitherto my poor mother has been 
the depositary of all his secrets ; now that she is 
gone, you will in all probability be his confidante." 

"Be sure, Eric, that if he does confide in me, 
I will act for him in all things to the best of my 
ability ; and I feel convinced that I shall find my- 
self equal to the emergency." 

" Well, Soph, I have every confidence in you ; 
I always have had, my child : you know we are 
old companions. Soph." 

" Eric," said I, after a pause ; " tell me what 
was the cause of your poor mother's death." 

*' A disease," said he, " of which you probably 
never heard ; and which, if I described to you, 
you would not imderstand." 

" I only want to know one thing," I continued ; 
" was the seat of the disorder in her side ? " 
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'^ C^iiaizilj^ it was, Sophie ; bat haw did you 
knmrthat?" 

'* The night she died, I saw her in my bedroom 
at the Castle Mona hotel, and she pointed to her 
side." 

^'Then you also are one of those to whom 
these last farewells are yonchsafed," said my 
COTsin, cahnly, and without evincing any astonish- 
ment ; " tell me more of this, Sophie." 

^* No more to-night, Eric. I am too exhausted 
either to listen or to explain ; another time, when 
death is more remote, we will renew the subject 

« 

Now let us go to bed and nerve ourselves for 
the troubles of to-morrow. ' Sufficient unto the 
day is the evil th^eof.' Good night" 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

BLACK AND WHITE. 

M When through the portal of death the immortal hath passed, 

and left this house of clay — 
When to the grave this dust deserted is borne upon its silent 

way. 
Light me no torches, no hired procession— hut ye heloyed 

ones be near, 
And lay me beneath the trees to slmnber-— leave me there 

with a prayer and tear, 
And your voices of love be the De Frofimdis that from your 

sorrowing bosoms swells, 
While throbbings toll for the parted soul the solema funeral 

bells/' 

Stobt. 

Louis Gbst consigQed the remains of poor Aunt 
Barbara to the earthy and many a heartfelt tear 
waa shed on that day by those of low degree who 
had for years been the recipients of her bounty. 
So unost^itatioas had been her charity that it 
was matter of surprise to many who were present 
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• 

to see the concourse of Poor collected together at 
her grave, from motives of gratitude and respect^ 
to witness the closing scene of her earthly career. 

Through the whole . service. Uncle Edward^ 
supported bj Eric, Otho, and Harold, bore up 
bravely: no tear, no groan, no sigh, no sem- 
blance of weakness did he exhibit ; but from that 
hour a fearful change, a rigid pallor, as if fore- 
shadowing his own dissolution, settled itself upon 
his features, never again to leave them, though a 
feeble cheerfulness, like the transient gleam 
of sunshine in winter, occasionally illumined his 
face. Time wore on ; Otho had returned to his 
coimting-house in Manchester; Harold, always 
very erratic in his habits, now absented himself for 
longer periods than usual ; Eric was the only one 
of the boys left at home. 

Uncle Edward became more and more desirous 
of the society of Louis Grey, for whom he had 
recently conceived an evident predilection. It 
might be, that he had become a living link between 
his lost wife and himself. It might be that Uncle 
Edward looked upon him as the minister, who, 
having rendered the last act of service to one so 
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dear as Aunt Barbara had been to him, would in 
due time perform the same oflSce for himself. 

So delighted were we to see the return of any- 
thing like an expression of ordinary interest in the 
concerns of every-day life on our uncle's part, 
that we hailed Louis Grey's return with delight. 

Moreover, the visits of those horrible men who 
had so molested him during the latter portion of 
Aunt Barbara's life, and who had been scared 
away for a time by her death, were now renewed ; 
and after the troubles of the day, a quiet game of 
backgammon in the evening with such a profi- 
cient in the art as was Mr. Grey, tended to divert 
his thoughts, and usually sent him to bed with a 
smile upon his dear old face ; more particularly so 
when he had contrived to win several gammons 
running, which Mr. Grey took especial care should 
frequently be the case. 

To Florence, this change of feeling was new life 
and vigour: never was she so active, never so 
attentive to all Uncle Edward's wants and wishes. 
It was very evident to us what the end of this 
renewed intercourse would be ; my uncle, too, had 
certainly some misgivings about it, for he took 
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occasion to remark playfiilly^ that perhaps after 
all it might not be so utterly impossible for them 
to marry, if Mr. Grey could only get sGanethiiig 
permanent 

Notwithstanding that every now and then tcan- 
siait ^bams of his former merriment stole upon 
him unawares, a troubled gloom settled more and 
more upon Uncle Edward — intensified by anxi^aes 
of a pecuniary nature, the true state of which he 
had hitherto carefiilly ooneealed frcun all of .us. 
This unshared axaidcy became at last insuppoxt- 
able ; for some days previously to the final denou- 
««rf he had evidently been very nneaay, Buffiaing 
firom fits of that peculiar abstraction exhibited by 
p^sons labouring xmder the weight of some un- 
pleasant secret, and which was beirayod on his 
part by . certain spasmodic mul3teriugs, dearly 
showing how near the secret lay to the sur&oe. 

Havmg endured the conflict until fairly worn 
out by it, Jie at last snmnK>ned us all into his den, 
and after some litde circumlocution thus unbur- 
dened himself: 

^^ My dear childr^, I had hoped to have been 
spared the misery of making you all acquainted 
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uriih the state of mj affairs ; but it seems that 
matters^ so far from mending, are daily becoming 
worse and worse, and I deem it my doty to .no 
longer withhold them from you. I have fisom 
the recurrence of several bad years with the hops 
been compelled to forestal my income, trusting 
that each succeeding mitunm would repair the 
losses of the one preceding. This, however, has 
at last become hopeless, and were it not &r my 
poor wife's jointure, I know.not how I should be 
able to go on. If I die, and I feel that.life for xae 
is ebbing £Etst, there will not be more Ihan enough 
left to support my own girls in .little better than 
indigence; while the small patrimony which 
your poor £ftther left, and which I am thankful to 
think I have husbanded, will certainly not be 
enough &r your maint^ianee." (The latter ob- 
servation was addressed to Angelica and myself.) 

*^ This house, although entailed, will be fitr too 
expensive for you all to live in; if, indeed, I am not 
compelled to quit it doting my life. Although. I 
trust that respect for an ancient &mily, and the 
memory of a long life of honest dealing, may -save 
me Jr<mi such. a deep mort^ation, to see it pass 
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into other hands, to see all my improvements 
disregarded or destroyed, would, indeed, be a 
bitter altematiye ; and yet I fear that such must 
be the case: however, I will yet stm^le to 
avert it" 

Eric, who had listened most attentively, and 
with the exhibition of some emotion in his nsnally 
self-possessed &ce, to this affecting statement, now 
assumed the initiative. 

•*Dear father," said he, "what you say has 
not altogether taken me, nor I think I may say 
any of us, by surprise: circumstances have oc- 
curred which led us to imagine that all was not 
quite right, although perhaps none of us were 
wholly prepared for so great a misfortune as 
appears to be impending. For my own part, and I 
am sure that I may speak for my brothers, I beg 
you won't think of making any provision for us ; 
we can shift for ourselves. You know that Aunt 
Anna left me a trifle, which I can very easily 
eke out Otho is already provided for, so is 
Ernest ; as for Harold and myself, we will seek 
our fortunes elsewhere. I have long practised 
paintmg as an amusement, and have frequently 
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been o&ered prices for my productions which 
astonished me; I have but to turn this gift to 
account^ and practise it now as an art. With 
Harold perhaps it is different ; his habits are un- 
settled^ and he has not the power of application 
or the aptitude for business which he might have, 
but he must now seriously * buckle to.' Edwy 
is away^ and with ordinary luck he will obtain 
promotion^ and perhaps prize money; so, my 
dear father, don't trouble yourself for one moment 
about any of us : we boys will give up our share 
of what is left to the girls." 

Poor Uncle Edward was quite unprepared 
for this spontaneous offer on Eric's part I 
think that he had feared an exhibition of 
discontent and disapprobation, with perhaps 
some small amount of remonstrance from his 
second son, for he suddenly fell back in his chair, 
and covering his face with his hands sobbed 
heavily. 

^^ Girls," said Eric, going up to his father and 
passing his arm round his neck, " while I live, you 
— all of you — ^have a firm and determined friend 
in me ; one who will advise with you, battle for 

VOL. n. N 
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ytn, «nd keq» jaa all together. I must 'retufxi 
to Borne to obtain a few finishing toudies pre- 
paratory to starting as an artist, and then to work 
ia earnest" 

^ Well, dnldren," said Uncle Denne, recorer- 
ii^ hinselfy '^ m j mind ia now easier than it haa 
been for many months past My dear wife used 
to share my troubles wi& me ; it has pleased God 
to take her, and I have been left alone yery 
suddenly : so suddenly, indeed, that until now I 
have been unable to overcome a constitutional 
reluctance to Impart my troubles to any one dse. 
It is now done, and you must all aid me in cur- 
tailing exp^iaes, and bdp me to put my house 
in onler, fer indeed it needs it Florence," said 
he, '^ I am well aware of your affection for Mr. 
Grey, and that he returns it He it was who 
buried your aunt ; this I can never forget, and it 
wiH delight me to be able to promote your 
marriage : indeed, I may as well tell you that I 
faave written to an old college friend of mine, 
new high in office, asking if he can obtain some 
small liring for Mr. Grey; should I succeed, I 
will no longer withhold my consent, and ao' I 
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intend to tell lunib Indeed I am sony timt 
hft is not here isqw, but this yoa may tell him 
fioMB me, and I dare amy you will find an oppor- 
tonity to do 8Q»" 

floioDce was proAiae of thanks^ and very tear- 
fiily so much so that we had to carry her ofF to 
her own. n>om« 

The twins, who had been anxmnxmed with the 
rest of us, more as a matter of conrse than mth 
the idea that they would comprehend what was 
said^ merely remarked now and th^, ^^Dear, 
deac^ how shocking I what will become of as? 
Then we shall all.haT« to leave ! Where ^all we 
go? we mnst give lessons." 

The twins giving lessonal The idea seemed 
quite to tickle even Uncle Edward, despite his 
sonsow, for he smiled dissent, and suggested their 
taking command of the Chaimel Fleet To this 
they serened at oniee to agree^ adEi&g in a breath, 
where it was sitoated, and who was the cleargy- 
niaik 

Eric hinted that they had better go with hiok 
to Borne aa models^ to perform the mmance of 
a shilling an hoar. 

V 2 
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The idea of performing a romance pleased them 
both mightily, for they proposed at once to get 
the book and learn their parts ; then commenced 
a wrangle as to which of the imaginary characters 
they should assume. Another of the familiar visi- 
tors ^* upon business " was now announced as wait- 
ing to see Mr. Denne, whereupon we all withdrew ; 
except Eric, who by Uncle Edward's desire re- 
mained with him. 

Giving a significant look towards my cousin, 
who fully comprehended its meaning, I left the 
room with a lighter heart and readier will than 
I had ever felt before. We had now at all 
events heard the worst from Uncle Edward's own 
mouth ; and bad as it was, it was no longer hidden 
from our knowledge. 

If parents could only bring themselves to believe 
how much more to their interest it is to be open 
with their children — ^to make them participators 
in their troubles as well as their joys, to give them 
early in life a knowledge of the tricks and wiles 
of the world, and so enable them to fight their 
own way when left to shift for themselves — ^how 
much sorrow would be saved, how many diffi- 
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culties smoothed, how infinitely better would it 
be for young and old I 

All sorts of resolves swiftly followed one another 
through my mind, consequent upon this announce- 
ment What was / fit for ? How could / best 
earn my own bread? I thought of going out as 
a governess, then of keeping a school, then of 
going on the stage ; in fact, of doing all sorts of 
impossible things; but first of all I resolved to 
write and tell Otho what had passed. 

Not one word had Uncle Edward said to 
Angelica about Sir Brutus. He had evidently 
his misgivings: perhaps he thought that her 
altered fortune might affect the suitor's views, 
and induce him to ^^ declare off." It was one 
thing to have offered for the niece of a well- 
to-do and highly respected country gentleman, 
although she might have little or no dower ; but 
quite another to unite himself to the misfortunes 
of a bankrupt house. 

Angelica's remarks to Eric, on the day that 
Sir Brutus proposed to her, recurred to me ; she 
evidently had had an inkling of the true state 
of the case, which she might possibly have derived 
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from Aunt Barbara. The thought of bemg jeq 
humble dependant upon his fiecoad-hazui bojonty, 
as vagoelj hinted by Angelica, was mibeaxable^ 
so I determined at once to write to Otho lor 
adyice. He was sober-minded^ and eminently 
practical; besides, I had some hope that, por- 
haps, as he talked of setting up for himsrff, he 
might incite jne to undertake the care of his 
house. 

All circumstanoes consid^ed,. I detemnned to 
write to him at once; at all eyents, it would be 
the first independent act of my life, and I Mt 
a secret sort of bold pleasure in its contem- 
plation. 

Iresolyed that the letter should be business- 
like — one that would astamsh Otho by its fi>£ce, 
and show him that I was not so nnyersed in the 
ways of the world as he migbt imagine. But 
after tearing up sheet after sheet of paper, and 
succeeding in thoroughly mystifying myself by 
efforts to manufacture an astounding production, 
I was compelled to descend from my aLtatudss, 
and write one in a yery commonplace and matter- 
of-'&ct style. 
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Having c(Hiipleted it, and re-read it twenty 
times at least, I committed it to the post; not 
wkhoat many misgiyiiigs, and a degree of anxiety 
which ahnofit made me ilL 

I Tfas not long kept in suspense; Otho was 
no man to leave a c(»!respondent unanswered ; a 
letter with the killing assurance that '^ yours is 
to hand" was speedily put into mine. Its tenor 
was as follows : — 

'^All that you say certainly surprises me; 
although small straws sometimes will show whidi 
way the wind blowsj and whm last at Daim- 
delyonn, I overheard many remarks about losses 
by bad hop seasons. Business is business ; there 
is no friendship in that, and Unde Denne is no 
match for a hard bargain. 

^^ Your idea oi going out as a governess won't 
do at all ; your keeping a school is equally 
ridiculous; and as to going on the stage, jom 
had better go into your coffin quietly at 
once. 

^^ Now for facts as they stand ; I am engaged 
to be married to a yonng lady, her name is 
Maria Susan Way — ^a Way of decided fdeaaant- 
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ness." (This was the first pun ever perpetrated by 
OthO; and the depth of his affection must have 
been great indeed to have induced it.) '^ She has 
a fair face and an equally fair fortune ; the event 
will probably *come off' in the summer of next 
year^ and I shall want you all down here. The 
trifle you will receive from your father's fortune 
I may be able to invest in such a way as to give 
you a small competence. 

" If you don't do as I am going to do — and I 
should advise your thinking seriously of it — ^you 
must live amongst us, first visiting one and then 
another; no bad way of spending a life and 
eking out a small fortune. 

" My intended has several brothers. Why not 
cock your cap at one of them? They are 
business-like fellows, and have got lots of money I" 

Business-like fellows ! With what a deep in- 
terest did this tribute to the merits of the men 
Ways invest them! Business-like I Suggestive 
of a pen behind the ear, a white neckcloth, shoes, 
and coat-tails. 

I involuntarily pictured to my mind the 
business-like lover rushing from his counting- 
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house, plunging suddenly on his knees before me, 
pouring out his overcharged heart, and rush- 
ing back to bales of cotton and other refinements. 
Visions of poor Captain Arden and Miny Don 
rose before me : of Eric and the ball : in fact, of 
anything and everything rather than the business- 
like Ways, and their cotton bales and Manchester 
warehouse. 

Well, well ! * Sufficient for the day is the evil 
thereof.' And with this comforting reflection, I 
went off to tell the news about Otho to Uncle 
Edward and the rest of the family. 

The friend high in office responded to the 
application on bejialf of Louis Grrey in the 
kindest spirit, and with that elevation of refine- 
ment in which the benefactor appears to place 
himself in the position of the recipient of an 
obligation. He replied that the small living of 
Whirlingham was now vacant ; that he had by 
no means forgotten his old college friend, although 
the paths of life they trod had so widely separated 
them, and that he had heartfelt pleasure in offer- 
ing it for the acceptance of Mr. Grey; adding that 
in doing this he felt grateful to Ned Denne of former 
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jesn fiur ihiis aflEbidi]^ him m oppertmiity q£ m 
gceailj pleasing liimgAtf. 

^ What kindliness of sonl there is still left in 
theworid!" said Unde Edwaid^ as with dinuned 
spectacles he read the letter to n& ^ Well, weQ^ 
the power to confer sach great henrfts is given 
bat to few. I must not be backward in foOowiog 
so noble an example: money I have now, m- 
fixrtnnatdy^ none to giTe, but my consent and 
conntenanoe at least are my own. Florence, n^ 
dear, send off at once lor Mr. Grey, and let me — 
no— yon shall have the pleasnre of patting this 
letter into his hands yonrselE The sooner yon 
are both ont of snspense the better: I don't like 
long engagements, if they can possibly be avoided. 
All I ask is that yoar marriage may be quiet and 
unostentatious, befittmg the ccmdusion of so sad 
and recent a misfortune as has befallen us. I feel 
confident that had your poor aunt been now alive 
she would not have refused her consent; so send 
for Mr. Grey at once." 

Mr. Grey was not long in obeyii^ the faimmons 
of which Eric was the bearer; and when the 
wgniiiiramt paper was placed in his hands, it had 
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mdergone so mxktk msoipiilation^ so much open- 
iBg smd folding, creasing ami recreasmg, tltat 
it would scarcelj hold together. 

Daundelyoiui once more became the scene ef 
a dimmed gaiety ; thaagh half-moiuruing wedding- 
dresses are but a sorry moral to a story in which 
death and distress play the prominent characters. 

Unde Edward busied himself as industriously 
88 any child could do^ m selecting superfluaus 
Aimiture to be sent down to Whirlingham ; chairs 
and tables from hitherto almost unexplored parts of 
the hofuse^ wash-hand stands from Ibrgotten nooks 
in attics : in short, there was a g^eral hunting 
up of all the idle household gods, who had slept 
Ibe qxdet sleep of ttselessness for years ; and a 
very respectable miEster they made. Without 
parade, without flcmrishes in ike papers, without 
&TOurB and flounces, the wedding took place : not 
that thare was less of lore, of hope, or of blessing 
attendbg it, because there was somewhat less 
of beU-rin^g and scenic display; fond hearts, 
knit 3ret more firmly by sortrow, supplied these 
aceesscories ; and when EloEesce smd Louis Orey 
dnvre eff to spend & qsuflt fortnight of 
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bonejmoon at Tonbridge, before proceediDg to 
Wbirlingbam^Pboebe Sackett, wbo threw the shoe 
after them, declared that that was the sort of 
wedding she liked to see^ one in which there 
** wom't no nonsense." In this sentiment she was 
heartily joined by Ben Jermyn and Doll Billy, 
who in place of acting very subordinate characters 
in the plot, had enacted important ones; Ben 
Jermyn in the character of coachman, and Doll 
Billy as page in waiting. 

Our lives once more wore on in a tolerably 
even tenor, till some little bustle and anxiety 
wa» occasioned by Sir Brutus Bouverie's return 
from the Continent. No trace of a Ssdling off from 
his first resolve was to be found lurking beneath 
the cordiality of his greeting; he bore himself 
in a manner tending greatly to raise him in our 
estimation. He gave no sign of the desire to 
hasten his union with Angelica, yet there was 
a nameless expression in his general tone towards 
her which whispered plainly that she had but 
to signify her pleasure, and he was her servant in 
all things. There was a chivalry in this abnega- 
tion of self, which rendered him positively pleasing ; 
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for it manifested a manliness of soul^ beneath that 
bottle-nose and white waistcoat^ for which we had 
not given him credit^ and for which omission I 
certainly felt inclined to condemn myself. I think 
Angelica perceived the growth of this feeling 
stealing upon us^ and it was not without its effect 
upon her ; it tended to make her proud of a man 
for whom, if hitherto she had not felt a decided 
distaste, the least that could be said was, that 
she had felt nothing : for a woman to be proud 
of a man, is decidecQy one step towards falling 
in love with him. 

Well-timed and handsomely made were Sir 
Brutus' offers of condolence and assistance to 
Uncle Edward, who was not the less pleased that 
he stedfastly declined the latter. 

Harold, who, from his constantly recurring 
absences of days and weeks, had been cause for 
continued disquietude to all of us, now put the 
finishing stroke to this suspense by entirely dis- 
appearing. 

Ernest had been directed to make inquiry in 
London, and thence through all the country 
police-offices, but to no purpose. A man answer- 
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iBg hia deaeriptioii^ but of quke a difiezent 
DBBK^ had taken passage from Liverpool, in a 
slup booad to California, aJboiit tbe time that 
HacaU had finally disappeared from Danndelyonn. 
Had he been moire loveable, onr girlish aiudely 
for him wonld have been infinitely greater; bat 
when at home hia conduct was so overbearing, 
and his general character so teasing, if not crael, 
that his departure was always hailed as a relief: 
in truth none of ua wished his return. 

Uncle Edward, however, who looked upon him 
with the eyes of an aged and forgiving fisither 
towards an erratic if not erring son, said but 
little, except when he occasionally indulged in 
vain speculations as to what had become of him; 
yet the anxiety was &at telling upon the poor old 
man« Sleepless nights were followed by days of 
headache, caused by iservousness and imperfect 
circulation^ which were as painM to witness as 
they were impossible to alleviate. 

Poor Uncle Denne ! in those sad days sacxows 
fell thick and &st upon his snow-white head! 
How then can I grieve when I think of him as. he 
is now, safe in that happy land, ^^ where dte 
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wicked cease from tronbling, and the weary are 
a* rest" 

Otho's frequent letters, containing accounts of 
the progress of Us love-making, and his arrange^ 
ments for setting up for himself, did not tend to 
create a lively wish in our minds for his union 
with the object of his choice. There were no 
expressions of delight at her various attainments, 
no account of good things said or done by her, 
no evidence of even decent mediocrity in her 
character ; all was dull, commonplace, and vapid. 
It was almost impossible to raise a conjecture as 
to her mental standard, and the portrait with 
which he had favoured us was just what might 
have been expected from his letters : it was a &ce 
upon which men might write anything they 
pleased, but we decidedly could not divine whe- 
ther dove or serpent lurked beneath. 

In frdfilment of his purpose to study for a 
painter, Eric and his Fidus Achates, Count Max, 
started for Rome. Many were the promises he 
made to write constantly, and return speedily ; the 
former he faithfully kept, but two years nearly 
elapsed ere we saw him again. To me the parting 
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was terrible, for reasons which found a response 
onlj in JDj own heart: beddes which, Otho 
excepted (and he was at a distance), there was no 
one now left to whom in an emergency I could 
have recourse for consolation or advice. I confess 
that I doubted the expediency of his leaving 
England at this juncture ; but I resolved to adopt 
Uncle Edward's phrase, and believe that *^ all was 
for the best** 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



HYNDE HOUSE. 

Stiff, starched, and silent, angular and thin, 
With freezing manner and spasmodic grin. 
In stalked the mistress, with a crackling soond^ 
And stretched her bony hand to all around." 

CUDLOW. 



It was very evident that Otho's marriage would 
take place whether we liked it or not ; and as, 
after all, his own happiness, far more than our 
vague likes or dislikes, was to be considered, we 
philosophically resolved to honour the ceremony 
with our august presence and patronage, and to 
rejoice his heart by doing the *' bridesmaid's busi- 
ness," as Ernie called it, with a good grace. 

Accordingly, arming ourselves with ^he proper 
presents and the regulation uniform, one stiU 
sultry day in the following August we started 
by the mail for Drybridge, accompanied by 

VOL. n. 
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Ernest; leaving the house and Unde Edward in 
charge of Phoebe Sackett and the twins. 

Heavens ! how hot it was, how dnsty and how 
dull I we always seemed doomed to travel in such 
stifling weather. Ernie mounted upon the box 
seat; as might have been expected, but after fid- 
' getting there for a couple of hours, with his legs 
stuck out in every impossible attitude, like bow- 
sprits, and drinking, beer, at every possible oppor- 
tunity, to our great horror, he at last could endure 
the noonday sun no longer, and came growling 
inside, declaring that he was so thoroughly grilled 
through and: tfaroughy-he only wanted to ba* well 
rubbed with<muitard and to haare a glass, of port 
wine poured over him^ to make him a: delicious 
"ddviL" 

At first wd w^e delighted with his change' of 
place, for, as usual,- he amused' U9 exceedingly ; 
but we soon, wished him back upon his- box seat 
again, for neverwas caged puma morerestless : he 
b^an by wanting^* more* room fori his legs;.'* 
tfa^i he wanted morehei^t for his head; then* 
''give him elbow^^ODm^ for goodness sake; " then 
he complained' o{ crsaap^ inxhis favourite toe> and 
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off went his boots; then he tried to stand up^. 
which he did in the position of the pepnlar bnt 
uneomfoFtable-looking figure of Atlas bearing the> 
globe upon his shoulders; then he tried to lie 
down^ but failed by reason of our conglomeratioH 
of knees, which were fitted together like a child's 
puzzle-map ; then he must let his [boots see some*- 
thing of the country and give- th^En an airii^; 
so he stuck them out of the window, soles fore^* 
most; and inserting his face between them> resting - 
his chin on the edge of the window, in this 
absurd attitude actually passed through a large 
and populous town, to the intense amazement or* 
amusement of the inhabitants and the dire in^- 
dignation of the outside passengers; wh^, not^ 
seeing Ernie's antics, naturally concluded that^ 
the people were laughing and pointing at thenx^ 

Fearing, discovery, however, I put a stop to this 
recreation by opening both doors, which- cooled 
us all a little, but covered us' so completdy with 
a fine red diist that: we Ofiight have played the 
part of Zamiel in Der Freischutz without muefa' 
need of change of costume. 

Fortunately a few hours more of the old-- 

2 
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&8hionedj amnsing, uncomfortable mail -coach 
were all we had to endm*e before we arrived in 
the thriving, bnstling town where Otho had 
promised to meet ns. We had an early dinner 
or rather a late luncheon with him^ at a verj 
quiet; clean hotel, and then started by the newly 
opened railway ; which, after a long but loxorious 
journey, put us down at a handsome station where 
we found a comfortable family carriage, redolent 
of varnish and leather, awaiting our arrival : 
this vehicle had one inconvenience attached to 
it, so far as I was personally concerned, that 
being only accustomed to the light rough car- 
riages in country use, its easy swinging motion 
made me feel extremely giddy, and I was very 
glad to get out of it again, at a great white 
porch framed in laurels and laurustinus, which 
Otho proudly announced to us as being the en- 
trance of "Hynde House," the fortunate shell 
containing that priceless kernel, his " ladye love." 
We were ushered into a square hall by a foot- 
man of rather countrified appearance, in very 
showy livery, and thence into a large drawing- 
room, also square, handsomely but hideously 
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garnished with a quantity of square furniture. 
The tables were square, the ottomans, windows, 
seats, mirrors, screens, fenders, all were square. 
Nay, to such an extent did this rectangularity of 
taste prevail at " Hynde House," that the very 
pattern of the tapestry carpet, and the figures of 
the chintz, which covered almost every article of 
. furniture, were square also. 

There was one solitary exception to this general 
squareness, and that was a large circular table in 
the centre of the room, but the absence of a table- 
cloth made that seem formal and frigid. To 
complete the idea of coldness, the chintz covers 
on every kind of seat were so slippery, glazed, 
and crackling, that they were inventions to shudder 
at rather than repose upon. Indeed, everything 
in the room was polished and varnished to such an 
extent, that it obliterated all notion of comfort or 
congeniality. 

A large pendule, besides other costly ornaments, 
decorated the chimney-piece, but they were so in- 
artistic in form, that Ruskin could never have cited 
them as instances of ^^ thoughtful ornamentation." 

A handsome flower-stand before the window. 



198 THE DENNES OF DAUNDELYONN. 

was: filled solely with scentless exotics. There 
'Were exp^isiyely bonnd boc^ on the table^ placed 
carefolly at right angles to each other. Finally^ 
there was a great glare and blaze of sunshine by 
day, and of gas by night— no softness, no repose, 
no mystery, and a general deficiency of tassels and 
cushions. 

We waited some time before any one appeared ; 
Otho memwlule fidgetting, as men only, on such 
occasions, can and do fidget. 

Ernest, after trying every chair, sofa, and otto- 
.man in the room, pronouncing one too high, 
:«3iother.too low, another too sloping, another too 
upright, another too soft, and another too hard, at 
.last subsided into the least uncomfortable chair, 
•which he declared was much like sitting on ,an 
indian-rubber ball, and quietly takmg the news- 
. paper .from his pocket, became so lost to :the 
comfortless present in its contents,. that when a 
lady, square also, and rustling in stiff plum- 
coloured silk, made her appearance, and was intro- 
duced to us by Otho, as Mrs. James Henry 'Way, 
it was with difficulty that he could be recalled 
taihe sense of duty he owed to the occasion. 
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liiaTe met'liianjfQfrzDidable people in the course 
of my brief existence^ but I never met, or in my 
wccst dream, ever dreamed of meeting any one so 
repellent in manner and ^together so utterly 
tmapproachable. as 'Mrs. James Henry Way. 

It was not that she was ugly, on the contrary, 
she was rather good-^looking; it was not that she 
was exactly nnlady-like, for she was not vividly 
vulgar ; yet I have met many people who were 
both decidedly ugly .and vividly vulgar, who 
became positively &scinating when compared 
mentally with Otho's future mother*in-law. 

To what shall I compare her? how describe 
her? TaU, bony, sallow, rigid, frigid, nnsmfling, 
expressionless — save that an occasional spasm dis- 
torted her upper lip, which a person of lively 
imagination xoight have construed! into a smile — 
she entered stiffly, and therefore awkwardly; 
"QKtending.a.large, cold, stony paw for each of us 
to shake in succession. We performed the- social 
^enmony^witba praifieworth3rattempt at cordiaHiy, 
though Ernie afterwards vowi^ her fingers were 
so hard and sharp, that it was like shaking hands 
with a bunch of keys. 
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Our attempts at conversation were rather a 
failure. ' 

<^ I am afraid^** said Angelica, in her soft musical 
tonOj ^^ that so numerous an addition as we shall 
make to your large party will be very inconve* 
nient" 

"Oh, dear, no," replied Mrs. Way, abruptly ; "we 
have plenty of room for you and a dozen more.'' 

** At any rate," urged Angelica, endeavouring 
to propitiate the stem being with her sweetest 
smile ; " as we are to be a part of the family so 
soon, I hope you will not treat us with the smallest 
ceremony." 

"I never treat anybody with ceremony," replied 
Mrs. Way. 

Angelica was silenced, and I began with the 
remark, " I hope you did not wait dinner for us 
to-day, Mrs. Way." 

" Yes, indeed, we did, more than an hour," was 
the reply. 

" Dear me," said punctual Angel, distressed at 
the idea, " how very sorry I am ; but it really was 
our misfortune and not our fault " (to be late for 
dinner was a heinous fault in Angelica's eyes)^ 
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** something happened to the engine which detained 
us : at any rate, I hope your dinner was not quite 
spoiled." 

**Well, of course it was none the better for 
waiting," was the merciless response. 

Angelica was now done for. 

Ernest made the next essay. "I hope, Mrs. 
Way, we are soon to have the pleasure of seeing 
your daughter." 

^' Which daughter ? " inquired the statue; " they 
are all at home." 

" Oh, how can you ask me ? " returned Ernest, 
trying to be funny under difficulties, yet making 
the wretched attempt with cheerfulness. "Our 
daughter, to be sure; our own especial and 
particular Miss Way — Otho's Miss Way, who is 
not allowed to be away much longer." 

" If you mean Maria Susan," replied the un- 
smiling one, " she will be down directly." 

This announcement proved true, as on the 
instant the door opened gently, and our future 
sister-in-law entered the room, in a manner which 
would have been free from embarrassment, if not 
indicative of good breeding, had she not most 
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unfortanatel J shnt one of her Toiiimmoiis flounces 
into the door. Of conise Othoflew to the rescae, 
upsetting a light conversational chair ; and^ glad 
of any excuse for giving way to the risibility 
which was nearly stifling us, we all began to laugh 
hysterically, and it was with the greatest diffi- 
culty we stopped ourselves. 

To do Maria Susan (as ber mother called her, 
and she never let us off a syllable) justice^ she 
joined good-naturedly in the laugh, and seemed 
glad that anything should have occurred to break 
the formality of her formidable : introduction : she 
was soon seated in the midst of us, and really 
seemed more agreeable than we had dared to 
hope, from the specimen of the fiimily we.had as 
yet seen. 

I don't know why it should be so, but! observe 
that whenever one takes enough interest in a 
man to picture to oneself :the -sort of woman he 
would be likely to isdiect for a. wife, he is sure 
to single out as his "heart's chosen" the exact 
opposite of the being one had imagined. Now, 
for instance, judging from every cme I had. ever 
heard him admire, and from what I had ever 
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heard him describe as his beau idSai, I had 
•imagined that Otho would have chosen a tall^ 
dark^ distinguished-looking, elegant^ and highl j 
intellectual wife^ perhaps more clever and lady- 
like than actually young or beautiftd. 

The wedding-cake was baked, the licence 
bought, the ring in my especial care in my own 
dressing^e upstairs, and there sat his bride 
elect, Maria Susan Way I a short, plump, pale, 
puffy-looking girl of eighteen, with a dazzlingly 
fair complexion, a shower of flaxen ringlets, lai^, 
light, unmeaning eyes of watery blue, a remark- 
ably small babyish mouth, very little white even 
teeth, a fat chin, and an insignificant nose of no 
particuhir order in the architecture of noses, great 
white hands, and, I doubt not, great white feet^ 
a silly Toice, and I think the roundest &ce I ever 
saw. Still my sister-in-law elect was what would 
have been called by any person of unrefined taste 
a showy, pretty-looking girl. 

Otho seemed to think her lovely, and her 
mother the most charming woman in the world, 
for he sat during the conversation I have recorded 
as if she were saying the most polite and brilliant 
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things imaginable. I have noticed a similar 
mental blindness both before and since in men 
under such circumstances; indeed^ it is by no 
means uncommon though quite unaccountable. 

Certainly Maria Susan could not have been 
called plain even by the most prejudiced observer, 
though Ernie declared that night, and has averred 
ever since, that a dwarf, a giant, a cripple, a 
ghoule would have been more attractive to him 
than her shadowless, inexpressive style of beauty'; 
that in fact, he would find you fifty frights far 
more fascinating. 

We had scarcely recovered the effects of her 
entrance, when the door again opened and ad- 
mitted another stranger, who was introduced to 
us as Mrs. Richard Perkins Way, the wife of the 
eldest son and hope of all the Ways, dressed in 
thick grey satin, fitting with such exactitude upon 
a rather spare figure, that it looked as though 
it had been pasted upon her. Her hair, too, 
which was black and very glossy, might have 
been attractive had it not had the same painful 
primness about it, which suggested the idea of 
its having been gummed close to her head. She 
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wore nothing to relieve this appearance of general 
tightness and hardness in her attire^ but little 
plain stitched uncompromising linen rims round 
her wrists and throat Not a ray of ribbon to 
relieye the dreary monotony of her outline ; her 
only ornament was a huge square family portrait 
in the shape of a brooch containing the pictured 
image of a plain middle-aged man with a stomach. 
The only colouring which Mrs. Richard Per- 
kins Way indulged in was centred in a large 
and uncommonly red nose, in shape and hue 
strongly resembling the beak of a Java sparrow, 
to which bird she bore altogether a striking 
and ridiculous resemblance. She spoke slightly 
through this beak, and appeared to labour under 
some slight difficulty in the matter of finding 
language, and in a very slim and birdlike claw 
she held the dismembered sleeve of a shirt, at 
which she stitched incessantly and indefatigably. 
We sat and looked at one another, and tried 
to look as if we were not looking at one another, 
until I could bear neither sun nor silence longer ; 
so I ventured to take off my bonnet as a gentle 
hint that we might possibly be tired and heated ; 
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which hint, was not taken^ and only caUed forth 
a stare of utter amazement at my rash. act: but 
Ernest came to the rescue^ and at last at his 
request we were taken up a broad staircase thickly 
carpeted, and shown into rooms in which, to our 
horror and dismay, huge fires were burning. 

^^ Mother thought," said Maria Susan (carefully 
dropping the possessive pronoun), " that a. good 
fire was the best welcome to strangers." 

What could we say? we took the will for the 
deed, and dressed as fast as we could, with.windows 
and mouths wide open, gasping for all the air we 
could get. 

Just as I had finished my rather elaborate 
toilette, Ernest came, as was his wont, to beg some 
*^ Patchouli," his especially favourite perfume; 
and instantly began to pronounce judgment on 
the " people down below " in no measured terms. 
Presently Angelica joined us ; and whilst we were 
unpacking our propitiatory offerings to the bride, 
he gradually wrought himself up to a state of 
frenzy* 

^^ Soph, this is all aetestable ; thank heaven 
they're to be iurned off the day after to-morrow : 
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I Gomldn't stand it any longer I should die of 
Mrs. Dick's knitting needles, and have Qtho 
grinning like an idiot at my funeraL What can 
he have been thinking of? What object could 
ha? have had?" 

"Money, I suppose," Angelica. replied; "you 
know Otho had always a.little amiable pecuniary 
weakness." 

"No, Angelica, it's not the money," Ernie 
ajisweied, oraculaiiy. "Mark my words,, it's 
the flattery which has knocked him over." 

" Well," said Angelica, "I thought it was only 
the moneys Ernie ; but I don't think so now : I 
believe he fancies the whole family are perfec- 
tion." 

" And they xetum the compliment," said I. 

Here we wi«re interrupted by the vapid voice : 
of the &ir Maiia Snsan, asking if we were ready, 
for " motiier was waiting tea" for us, and. " father 
and Richard Perkins had come home;" 

On descending, we were shown into the diningr 
room, which, like the rest of the house, was hand- 
some and uninteresting : I might also apply the 
same epthets in describing the mastery who was 
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tall, thin, elderly, and the most taciturn person 
I ever met in my life. 

Last, not least in any sense of the word, for 
he was decidedly on the broad gauge, we were 
formally presented to Mr. Richard Perkins Way, 
the happy husband of the Java Sparrow. He 
was a young man of about six feet two inches, 
and transcendently vulgar. Oh ! his whiskers, 
his waistcoat, his wit! Oh I his loud laugh at 
everything he said, his own evident delight and 
pride in the loud pattern of everything he wore. 

He was by many degrees the worst specimen 
of the worst kind of the worst class of ** Young 
Manchester" which could be found within the 
circle of two hundred factories. 

We also beheld with awe, mingled with horror, 
the sister of Maria Susan, Margaret Anne, a 
terribly precocious young woman of twelve, with 
frilled trowsers like a bantam, and a profusion of 
sandy hair packed neatly into a brown silk cab- 
bage net. 

A pale sickly-looking child, the eldest of six, 
all boys (the especial property of Mrs. Dick), 
added to our party. These six all came down 
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in rotation, during our stay at Hynde House; 
and so great was their similarity in voice, ap- 
pearance, and manner (or perhaps I ought to say, 
absence of all manner) that I never could dis- 
tinguish one from the other : to the extreme in- 
dignation of their mamma. 

The tea-table was covered with a cloth, and & 
most substantial array of broiled ham, with eggs, 
muffins and crumpets, cakes of all kinds and 
shapes, and undeniable tea and coffee; which, 
as we had dined early and had by no means 
heroine-like appetites, we were not sorry to see. 

Way, junior, roared immensely at his own bad 
jokelets; Maria Susan did notliing but giggle; 
and Otho seemed engrossed by her and the 
muffins. The bantam and her small nephew 
stuffed and snorted incessantly; the rest sat in 
solemn silence: even Ernie was dumb. After 
tea came a pause — a long awM pause, and as 
an effort to break its solemnity and stupidity I 
proposed, aside to Mrs. Dick, that we should 
bring down the little cadeaux we had chosen 
for the bride. That amiable matron instantly 
assented, and having adjourned to the drawing* 

VOL. n. p 
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room, we diere displayed such small presents as 
we had been able to purchase, and which we had 
been at immense pains to select. 

It is always a difficult task to choose presents 
for rich people, but we had been sillj enough to 
flatter ourselves that such as we had brought 
4f ould be acceptable. 

Florence had decided upon a jewelled scent- 
botde ; Angelica, a steel ch&telaine, loaded with 
usefiil appendages ; Ernie, an embroidered velvet 
Bochet for ^'mouchoirs^ highly scented: which, 
considering the decided objection entertained by 
the whole family for pa-(umes of all kinds, would 
have been a terrible mistake, had not its effect 
been counteracted by its contents — a dozen of 
the most filmy cambric handkerchief exquisitely 
embroidered. My uncle sent her a handsome 
dressing-case; whilst I was unwise enough (judg- 
ing of others* tastes by my own) to oflFer her a 
superb edition of Longfellow's poems, bound in a 
curiously antique-looking oxidized silver cover. 
The contents of this volume, I believe, ever re- 
mained a sealed letter, nor was the binding by 
any means properly appreciated ; for I found out 
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long after that she spent the best part of a morn- 
ing in endeavouring to clean and polish it. 

''Hers was a soul imperrious to rhyme: 
Crochet and kittens occuj^ied her time." 

Our sole relief from this day of dull insipidity 
was once more meeting dear old Michael^ who 
seemed insatiable in his thirst for information 
about Morgan, and all that had happened since 
we first parted; in tkct, he wanted an account 
from our own lips of the events of years, ren- 
dered in an hour. Having thoroughly bewildered 
him in a maze of facts, mixed up where our 
memory failed us with some fiction, he sought 
relief by imploring the young ladies to come 
over to the factory to-morrow, and see his breed 
of true Welsh pigeons ; though why Welsh pigeons 
should be better than any others, must be a ques- 
tion left to be argued between Michael and the 
« Fancy." 
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CHAPTER XXVIII, 

DRYBRIDGE. 

** A breakfast of fowl, and fish, and flesh, 
Whatever was sweet, or salt, or fresh; 

With wines the most rare and curious — 
Wines of the richest flarour and hue, 
With fruits from the worlds both old and new, 
And fruits obtained before they were due 

At a discount most usurious. 

<' For wealthy palates there be, that scout 
What is in season for what is out. 

And prefer all precocious savour: 
For instance, early green peas of the sort 
That cost some four or flye guineas a quart; 
Where the mint is the principal flavour." 

Hood. 

OuB ideas of a factory were sufficiently vague ; 
never before having seen one, they were limited to 
the supposition that it must be something between 
a workhouse and a railway terminus, and we felt 
in consequence an ill-defined and silly nervousness 
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at entering the huge gates^ whereon was em- 
blazoned in large characters^ ^^No admittance 
except on business.^ 

Curiosity, however, overcame our dread, and 
we entered the barrack-looking enclosure just 
as the '^ hands'' were summoned to dinner, by 
the clamorous clanging of a huge bell, which 
Michael tugged at with all his might. 

" Now, young ladies," said he, ** if youTl stand 
i^ide here for a moment, you'll see ^our hands' 
leave work." 

We had scarcely taken our places at the 
appointed spot when the great door at the head of 
a flight of steps giving access to the factory people 
was thrown open, and a living stream of persons 
of all ages, sexes, and sizes poured out, rushing 
headlong helter-skelter down into the courtryard, 
pushing and jostling over one another, and thence 
into the roadway outside, where stood a huge 
steaming pond of black filthy-looking water. 
Into this they rushed with the avidity of camels 
at a desert well; drinking it, splashing each other, 
and even bathing in its pollution, regardless of its 
sable hue, and curiously villanous smelL Gbreasy 
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and begrimed as these '^hajads" were^ I could 
hardly judge of their features; but although I 
fancied that I detected here and there a pretfef 
face and fine form, the mass looked unhealthy^ 
oyer-heated^ jaded^ and half*starved» 

*^ Why are they so hot ? " I inquired of 
MichaeL *'Is it that they work so hard?'' 

^'Oh, no^" he replied; '^it's not hard labour 
that makes them hot^ Miss Sophie^ but you know 
we can only work the machines in what is callal 
a high temperature^ or the thread breaks : but the 
people are used to it ; they always work at one 
heat summer and winter." 

''Poor devils I" ejaculated Emest, and I felt 
more than half-inclined to echo his exdama** 
tion. 

I naturally expected that we were to be shown 
over the factory during the absence of its inmates^ 
but to my surprise^ Otho, whose ladye love had 
declined to accompany us, and who had been 
fidgetmgly sflent while Michael did the honoura, 
suddenly looked at his watch, asking if we conki 
not put off ''going the rounds" until another day. 
" All &ctorie5 are much the same one as anotheir/' 



DBYBKCDGE. 215 

said lie^ ^'and I'll show you ours when I have 
more lekure." 

Under these circumstances, not comprehending 
very clearly why we had been brought so fiur only 
to see some pigeons, about which Michael was 
exceedingly loquacious, we vouchsafed a discon- 
tented "Very well," and returned to Hynds 
House; Otho becoming immediately both chatty 
and communicative. That afternoon was occupied 
by a succession of visits by, and introductions to, 
an endless host of the Way family, thdr connec- 
tions, friends, and acquaintances ; persons whose 
names were frequently unintelligible when an- 
nounced, and whose forms I should not have 
recognised on the day following. 

Mrs. Way's mode of introducing us was alike in 
each instance: the same stereotyped smile occurred 
at the same passage, where the several degrees at 
our consanguinity with the brid^room elect were 
mentioned; and precisely the same shiblxdeth fol- 
lowed on the part of all the visitors ; as to how w« 
liked Drybridge, although they might have known 
that we could by no possibility have formed an 
opinion upon the subject : at all events not one wordi 
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troubling them with, in the short space of two 
days. The same inqniry Mowed as to what we 
thought of the Assembly Rooms, although we were 
not likely to have seen more than the empty walls 
and covered- up furniture. At last I was rendered 
infuriate by an elderly female, with a restless eye- 
glass and an air of immense self-importance, who 
put me through a complete Catechism as to what 
I had and had not thought of Drybridge and its 
inhabitants. I am conscious that my replies 
betrayed an irritating indifference to the subject, 
which was not pleasing to Mrs. Millstream, for she 
abruptly changed the conversation by the follow- 
ing remarks : 

"If you are going to make any stay at Dry- 
bridge, Miss Denne, you really ought to become 
one of U8 (a member of our rooms, I mean, of 
course) ; your family are at once eligible." 

Mrs. Millstream well knew that we were not 
going to prolong our stay, but it suited her present 
purpose to make me the vehicle for an exposition 
of her own exalted station over that of another 
visitor then present, towards whom on entering 
she was distantly condescending. Her reason 
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for leading the conversation into this channel 
would have been unintelligible^ had I not been 
provided with the key at the preceding evening's 
aiance with the Way family. A Mr. Bullion was 
the subject of their discussion, and the peculiarity 
of the name struck me (as did also the announce- 
ment of Mrs. Bullion as a visitor, before Mrs. Mill- 
stream's arrival> On the night before, one of 
the female Ways had inquired whether Mr. 
Bullion "belonged to the rooms;" the question 
was answered in a voice full of the assurance not 
only that he did not, but never could do so : at 
this announcement the poor man fell as a falling 
star from among the Drybridge constellations ; he 
was at once pronounced as beyond their pale. I 
should probably have rested content in the belief 
that there must have been something against his 
character, had it not been necessary "to whip up'* 
the flagging conversation with some remark or 
question ; and the latter form of speech promising 
less of trouble, I inquired whether Mr. Bullion 
was a very objectionable person; this led to an 
explanation of the why and because, the result of 
which showed me very plainly that the ari- 
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atocracy of land was mild and reasonable as com- 
pared with that of conntiag-honses and cottoa : to 
belong to^ or be excluded from these wretched 
roomsj was the sole test of everybody's position, 
the one aim of everybody's life; Mr. Ballion had 
the misfortune to be a retail dealer, aoid he was 
therefore a pariah ! 

Haviug been thus enlightened, it was not 
difficult at once to appreciate the '' whereabouts" 
of Mrs. Millstream, and I was resolved that she 
should not glorify herself at any other person's 
expense in my presence. 

To return then io her and the exposition of 
her self-importance. 

^^If, as I said, yon are going to make any 
stay among us. Miss Denne, you really must belong 
to our rooms: in your case there would be no 
necessity even for a ballot" 

"Tell me then, Mrs. Millstream," I replied, 
" what is tlie qualification, so to speak, for admission 
into the society of these rooms, since we are eligible 
without a ballot? Is it a question of money? 
for in tiiat case I fear we shonld be ent^nng th^n 
nnder false pretences." 
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Ohj dear^. no," replied Mrs. Millstxeam: 

mere money has nothing to do with it."^ 
You must pardon my stajndity/' I continned^ 
'^if I ask what do^a render p^aons eligible or 
ineligible : is it birth ? " 

* " Not exactly," was the reply ; " for instance, 
there is a family of oar acquaintance in which 
there are fire brothers, two of whom are members, 
but the others are inadmissible ; I see you look 
puzzled. Miss Denne, and I am not surprised at 
it: these delicate distinctions are bewildering; 
still, when once understood, they are understood 
for ever. Let me enlighten you. We exclude 
tradesmen : no person, let him be never so wdl 
bom, well mannered, or well educated, is admitted 
who i& a tradesman." 

I certainly looked all the mystification I felt, 
and poor Mrs. Bullion, against whom this shaft 
of malice was aimed, grew crimson. 

^*No tradesman!" I ejaculated; "why, I 
thought all trade consisted in buying and sell- 
ing?" 

" Well," added Mrs. Millstream, " to a certain 
extent, of course it does ; but we .find it necosr 
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sarj to make some disiinction : to draw a line, in 
fact" 

"And it i3 that very distinction which I am 
anxious to understand/' I added; ^^it seems so 
very puzzling to strangers : for instance^ there is 
Mr. Way, he is a tallow-merchant, is he not ? If 
60, tallow is admissible. Then there is his cousin, 
who, I believe, is a soap-boiler; he is inadmissible : 
for my own part, I should have fancied soap far 
more aristocratic than tallow, — ^more dean and 
sweet." 

"Oh, my dear Miss Denne, you quite mis- 
understand us ; you mistake my meaning entirely ; 
it is not one kind of goods more than another 
which admits or excludes : it is the magnitude of 
their transactions. In one word, retail is excluded, 
wholesale is admitted." 

" Ahl" said Ernie, here joining in the conversa- 
tion, " I see. You are very dull, Sophie : don't 
you comprehend? I do. It does not follow 
that every tallow-merchant is admitted or every 
soap-boiler excluded. To become a member 
of the Drybridge Almacks, one must be super- 
eminent in soap, transcendent in tallow, or 
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omnipotent in oil. Am I not rights Mrs. Mill- 
stream ? " 

That lady looked very suspiciously at her in- 
terrogator, but, as he kept a perfectly grave face 
under the battery of her black looks, she replied, 
after a pause, that although it was rather an 
unusual way of putting the case, yet there was 
much truth in his statement 

This novel, because suggestive, style of remark 
had led Mrs. Millstream into the unpleasant pit- 
fall of a ridiculous admission ; she had been taken 
off her guard, and Mrs. Bullion had thereby 
gained a decided moral triumph, of which she 
was fully sensible, as her gratefiil looks instantly 
witnessed. 

Mrs. Millstream was far too old a practitioner 
in the ways of the world to let her own knowledge 
of her defeat become apparent to her audience, 
so by way of a graceful finish to a disagreeable 
conversation, in which she had commenced as a 
magnifico and ended ** nowhere,'* she announced 
the fact of her being one of the lady patronesses, 
and the delight it would afford her to send us 
vouchers. 
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^' What are these rooms called^ for which the 
old lady offers to send us vouchers ? " asked Ernie, 
as the door closed upon her. 

« The Rotunda,'* I replied. 

"^The Rotunda! Thej had better call ikem 
the Mechanics' Institute. What humbug it all is ! 
Commend me to the cottonocracy for pride: the 
sooner we are out of this the better." 

** Hush ! " said I ; ** don*t talk so loud ; don't run 
the risk <^ angering these people, for Otho's sake : 
we shall be gone to-morrow, and tiien let them 
smile or sneer as it pleases thdr own sweet 
wills.'' 

^' All right," said Ernie, and turning to Maria, 
our new sister-in-law, inquired of her, in a 
whisper, who was that pretty Uttle woman in 
blue opposite. 

**Oh, don't you know? Were you not in- 
troduced? She is a very nice person; not one <rf 
*the set,' but very amiable and clever: she is 
Mrs. Glasson — Hollingworth and Grlasson, sailr* 
makers." 

" What I " exclaimed Ernie; *'you are joking — 
a female bigamist ! " 
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Maria Way looked c(»if ased and puzzled. 

"How can she be tJie wife of two persons ? " 
coDtmaed Ernie. 

" No ; not of two persons," replied the relieved 
Maria ; " she is wife of Mr. Glasson, of the firm 
of Hollingworth and Glasson." 

" Oh, the firm. Ah 1 I see," muttered Ernie ; 
"Mrs. Muggins — ^Muggins, Boggins, and Grug- 
gins." 

fTo lengthened description of Otho's wedding, 
which took place the next day, is necessary ; it had 
much in common with all other af^rs of the kind : 
yet thi^re were a few points of peculiarity worth 
notice. The ceremony, which took place as early 
as half-past nine o'clock, to enable the more punc* 
tual and business-like among the gentlemen to get 
to their coimting-houses at a tolerably ^hearly 
howevy^ as one of them smilingly informed me, 
was attended by the papas, mammas, sist^s, aunts, 
undes, and cousins, of the Way fiunily to any 
number of d^rees ; and then again there was a 
retinue of what were called near relatives and con- 
necticms, each and all of whom were decked 
out m gorgeous appareL Silks, stiff as canvas^ 
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and embossed as deeply as an old Venetian leather 
chair-back ; shirts recklessly elaborate in embroid- 
ery, which was thrown into relief by under-gar- 
ments of violent red, a constellation of diamond, 
ruby, and emerald studs meandering over their 
fronts ; while quite a flight of swallow-tailed coats^ 
with bright cheerful-looking brass buttons, helped 
to give polish to the scene. (Way, junior, boasted 
to me that he had had a set of gold ones made for 
the occasion.) Among the gentlemen there was a 
general tendency towards shoes with large bows, and 
ill-fitting white kid gloves with refractory fingers. 

On returning to the vestry, there was much 
wringing, rather than shaking of hands, a good 
deal of exceedingly audible kissing, and some 
suppressed or attempted crying, amid the fluttering 
of elaborate and curiously scented pocket-handker- 
chiefs. 

The ladies almost vociferated their abundant 
and oft-repeated congratulations to " Mr. Hotho," 
and their earnest wishes for the Wth and ^appinea* 
of their dear Maria Susan. 

Had the amount of laughter been the measure 
of the wit let loose among us at the breakfast, the 
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sum total (the atmosphere of the place I find 
afiecting my mode of expression) would have been 
something difficult to compute; but measuring 
what passed within range of my own observation 
by another standard, I must confess that there 
was but a Flemish account of that commodity : for 
never before, or, I believe since, have I heard half 
so much inane trifling, to say nothing of misap- 
propriated H's and Vs, and other vulgarisms 
which jostled each other in a motley crowd. 

Judging from the general style of every day 
living at " Hynde House," it will not be difficult 
to imagine what the breakfast was like. It more 
than realized all our expectations, and that is say* 
ing much : it is a common remark that the tables 
" groaned beneath the repast ; " but groanuig is 
not the word, for here they might have roared 
beneath its weight, aided and abetted by an enor* 
mous amount'of plate. 

About one hundred and twenty guests werd 
present, who were expected to demolish food 
enough to have rendered three hundred persons 
very ill, had they attempted to do so. 

The room was hot and very crowded, and for ^ 

VOL. m Q 
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tune we wane dull and Bolemn, as if i^e liad been 
flt a ftiEi£Kral '&sat. 

c^Seen the papers? " said a genilemaii to tbj 



"No I anjdung in them? " was the refi^pfonse. 
'^'Ibthag partiGular ; sumacs are looking up." 
^ bd^ed^ said .my merCHota^ erasing his ey^ 

JarowB. -'^ What abont pigs ? '' 

Figs ! I woedered at the time w3iat on earth 

manufactnre oonld .haT« to lio widi pigs; but I 

hsve dnee leaziit that lead was the word nn^r- 

afeMd l)etweKi them. 
•** Pigs — pigs are dnil,'' was the reply. 
" I thought as much; and * grey domesiieB ? ' ^ 
'" Well, they are movrng off slowly." 
^ That is no more than I expected: how go aia- 

« Very laTtgnid indeed.^' 

A few rounds of champagEie, howerer, had the 
fsffect ef dispelling the hazy convBrsalion, when the 
campiBy hy general consent ran into an opposite 
extreme, and became almost too dbildiishiy lively* 
When these, feeble cooraseatbns had exhausted 
jlhficaselyes, 'onr attention was suddenly loxested by 
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am old gentloBtMi wi& a yery bald Itead^ re- 
iddng in& kind of laoBnd or «ecoiidary foim- 
tion on its sanHnit;, and a mosith whick prcgeotod 
opwards and outwairds and partially downwards^ 
likie liie fipant of a teapot; Ifais dd^y crdm&l^- 
.gical cniianty becaaie qmte teaxful as lie«z|tttiaied 
-im ^ikb ^virtam of ibt WnjAamty in ^eaaaSL, and 
JUoriar JSooBon m partifsoiar ; ^ one," as he aaii^ 
^'ohiA he had known from duUtuI up to that 

Inght Uaam >Gf womanaK^ in "which she now 

;.jn whichy I say>iadie8 aad ^entloHien, «he Jiow-— 
aha now--JB-^M I anay «xpnug ii^-kiKMriatiBK. 
lade 'Onse loses itshri^liteBt acnameiiiti ^appy ane 
the parents bf Hemily Hanm, whkh I now soe 
iwntling tiusong^ the teais -of her sister's depaaftaire^ 
as one wihbh <will apnng 1:9 to Jieplaoe her Isas. 
1 am a hold jua, htdies auul nciatinTifirL and I 
xenvomber JtaraiawniB wbSeh it is aoit nesj Jifcely 
iiiud; aioiie iiow pi^aaat lean iike^ym 

The old gBBtlemaa hme hoeasne ladier izH 

'Tdh^ed. 

^'ireooUBGrt'heiogpcBUDtaa a simidar oDBaska 
*aa Ifais^ ^whm tsur irespocted 'aert aad 'ostess tbeoak- 
selves was joined in the bonds of hymen." 

Q 2 
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An elderly aunt, or great aunt, I know not 
which, here drew all eyes upon her by tearfully 
exclaiming, " So was I, sir ; so was L" 

" There!" continued the orator, "Mrs. Plumrige 
will tell you the same ; toe saw them married ! " 
(So triumphant was his tone, one might] have 
imagined that the legality of the Papa and Manmia 
Way's union had been called in question.) 
"Tes, we saw them married, and shared their 
family 'ospitality then, as we all do now. And 
charge your glasses, ladies and gentlemen, and 
drink as I will, 'ealth and 'appiness to the bride 
and bridegroom, and long life to the Ways, past, 
present, and to come.'* 

Had the old gentleman contented himself with 
simply giving the toast of the day it would doubt- 
less have been drunk with enthusiasm, but he 
contrived so to interlard it with allusions to 'Indd 
'Ouse loosing its brightest ornament, and tearful 
memories of the Way family, that the general 
reflections induced by his speech had the effect 
of bringing down indignant frowns from all present 
upon Otho, and the colour into my face at the 
same time. 
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Otho had^ however^ lived too long among them 
to be easily disconcerted ; on the contrary he rose 
with a bland smile, remarking that so far from 

sought only to add one other member, unworthy 
that he was, to their brilliant circle (of cotton 
constellations, I suppose). 

Otho and his bride took their departure about 
one o'clock; this was also the signal for the 
gentlemen generally to disperse, although long 
before that hour many had gone and returned, 
very much after the fashion of a theatrical 
audience. 

It certainly was time that an end should be 
put to an hilarity which was rapidly degenerating 
into a carouse. Ernie, who never willingly per* 
mitted a deformity to pass unremarked, and 
who seemed always to derive a vivid pleasure 
from calling to our notice aberrations either of 
mind or body, drew my especial attention to the 
oscillations of Way, junior; observing that some- 
thing must have got among his hair, to have 
rendered him so giddy in his gait, and uncertain, 
in his speech. 
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^^ Thftt SBMkftated SDXkb will eafc- inlih^ 
figure at the ball to^nigbt^ Sofdu" 

^ Mj dear Ernie,. &e will aaaerij hsere scnsv 
enougti to staj away, I ahoiddb hsgjptLP 

'^Will he, indeed," added £^&; ''akaw mst 
^Kt mas im hift conditiixi wino ever kad sesaae 
enough to avoid publicitj : he thinks it &m ta 
maks a nc»ae;. he finaciesk hinmlf the aoftl o£ this 
goodly compfmj ', the wittiest, haaubomsst,. eJever^ 
eai &II0W pjreaent*" 

At this mamefft the apixit laoyed Way,, jmuflar,, 
aasd he rose to make a. speech. 

^^ Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to psopoaa a 
teast— I will " 

Heste seme nnseexn hand pull^ Imafay die coafer 
tsoL 

^^Eh ! I thec^t soiBe ene teH^ifld me^ Ladus 
and gentlemen, dllom me te ^ 

Aimther tog at hia ccn^tasl hy the aaB»ei9n80»L 
kaaidk 

^LaxMea and gss^ssxrasaoL allow me—ek? wkaetF^ 

Having peooeeded. thos fac m his a^eedi^ a 
gensxai break-up among the guests* took plBce*^ 
and to use the reporter's expression; vpoK 
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imfioisiied parliamoxtaarj debate^ ^he was left 

I. had made up my mimi to plead the. head^ 
adie I really felit as a reason for not appeaxong 
at alL dumig- Idie e^emng:; not only becauae I was 
naei^aail ten the execfakn, but because, beside- uttoB 
ineompatibility^oC taate& widk the famsly ttt laz^, 
the youngest sciou of this hoa«, Samuel Th<«« 
(actingy I sx^pose, upon some hint &oni OAo), 
had tbomght it necessaoryr tot persecixte: ns& by tibe 
most marked and ridienlou» attention. 

But I had nnt long Estened to- the sharps jacrihg 
tones of the band, and felt the peculiar irrUatmg 
vibration cauaed by the meaaased pat of the 
darnels feet as> they ^ til^ tat^ toed^" whasc m^ 
door was burst open by Ernest, who inssted np«cr 
mjr coming down ta see the ^fim;^" he^ bimight 
a message &om Angdasa^ urging Hia foa? Qtha'isr 
sake to make lihe effort, more pactscnlfltly as be^ 
absezice wouM be set dowiii to pride and Sn&- 
hdyism. Tins ajgmixent w«ft nnanawendDle^ aa 
pressing Emib into the service^ aft lad;y Vmaad; 
I hastily dressed, and baxgaining for fte finet danee 
wiik him, descended.. 
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As we entered the "room, which was brilliantly 
lighted and filled with a gay-looking crowd, my 
eye chanced to fall upon the vibrating form of 
Way, junior, who appeared to be none the worse 
for the hilarity of the morning, for he was flourish- 
ing away with disordered hair and floating neck- 
cloth, the soul's adoration of a young lady in sky 
blue muslin and very red elbows. 

As he passed I heard him make some remark 
about her being a regular "Jemima," although 
why he used the epithet I could not comprehend : 
** Kangaroo " I felt would have been a far apter 
simile. 

'* Eh ? what a softie you are ! ** was the gratified 
response by the object of his admiration, and they 
whirled on. 

Among numberless antiquated saws, which Miss 
Crockett invariably pronounced to be all equally 
easy of reftitation, is one which boldly asserts that 
** virtue is its own reward;** and however much 
as a generally recorded axiom I also might be 
inclined to dispute its wisdom, in this instance it 
was true enough ; for besides the pleasure evinced 
by the Ways at my appearance among them, I 
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was further rewarded by an introduction to a 
very gentlemanly-looking, though by no means 
handsome man^ of unmistakeable military bearings 
who proved himself so perfect a dancer, that after 
four or five turns he contrived to twist my temper 
into a pleasant channel and cured my headache 
completely. 

"Are you not amused at the natives?" he 
asked, suddenly, as we paused to rest, *' What 
are those people doing?" he continued, motioning 
to a *^ set," who were performing some kind of 
complicated quadrille with fearfully intricate 
figures. 

" I don't quite remember what it is called," I 
replied; "the Pomeranians, LiUiputians, or Rosi- 
crucians perhaps. But why do you speak of us 
as natives?" 

" Us ! " replied my partner, with a smile ; " you 
don't suppose for a moment that I am deceived 
as to your not being a native of these wilds ?" 

"And why not?" I inquired. 

" By a thousand things — ^your dress, manner, 
voice, language: I knew it the moment I saw 
you." 
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^^My dres8>" I answered; ^itis the aame bkxe 
and white^ xmifonn with, ih& test of the l>ride9«> 
maids: what is there iii liiat te tell the tale? 
Miss Emily Way, hear sister, and those two othesr 
y^img ladies, her conshiB, have precraely tha 
same style of dress*'^ 

*^ Excuse me," said my partner, " but. yoa asce 
not dressed in exactly the same- style as those 
young ladieft — ^the cxd of your deesa i& totalLy 
irnhke theimr look aft yooir ^oyes, your haii^ 
and above: aU yonr boots, they all speak a kn^ 
goa^ as varied as Italian, from Chocktaw." 

^' Thank you for the compliment," I replied* 
^' aldxongh it be at my £aends? expense.?^ 

AJL lliis moment tha band, began to play &ai 
terrible** Oft in th« Stilly Night," aathesyiaiihany 
to a set of waltzes ; suddenly I was at the *^ Gastle 
McHia," ther dock si3!iick, the £unt halloa was 
heacd,. again I saw Axmt Barbara :. the actndL 
faded inta^ &e unseaL Whece- waa I ? 

** You are tired Misa Denne,!' at last said* a 
voice at my elbo wu 

Seeo^viefiiip myself by an cffbct I was mow 
more in the ball-room. I turned to my 
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panioiE, whoae coontenanca' woire: an espBesaifin 
of intense cwa&sky^ asb ta the. osokae of my snddeii. 
abstraction^. 

** I hope you don't feel the room too hat^^ he 

^ It is Yery wazm,'^ I amswerttd^. ^' »nd the: musie: 
ift deadS^iing." 

" Here is an open window," he exdaimed, ** tiiat 
is better than nothnig;. Tbm is worse than Indian 
heat ;. Calcutta was a joke to it^" 

Yam hay@ be^L ist India lately, ijopen^"' said L 
Yes ; but how do you. know ihabB " 
Because persoBS who hsne/^ braE^ed: the S9bil 
HLthat Glimastiialway& acquire a peeuLiar brcmzed. 
expression;.'' 

** Do; thff^ ? Welly I bdkve Aey db ; yesj. I 
was bronzed in Bengal: curious country, Mks 
Denne." 

«Did you eyer meefc vii6i a Cptui Jbnfen 
in tios couzae of your tcavds^? " I in^uimd. 

'^ Arden, how Gunona I. yes.; I kaoiw him wettz 
afine &Uow, too ; but he miDimi a regular garri- 
son hack,.against tlie saiioitBtiDna^ of alt his friends^ 
Steage tp say, it waa hot tki& TezymiamBg £ 






236 THE DENNES OF DAUNDELYONK. 

was reading an account of her death in an old 
Indian paper I chanced to have by me." 

" You don't remember the date, do you ? " I 
inquired. 

" Yes, I do," he replied ; " I don't often trouble 
my memory with dates, but this has stuck by me, 
for it happened on my birth-day last year — ^the 
first of August." 

The first of August! And it was on that 
day we met Otho on board the Tynwald; and on 
the evening of that day Captain Arden and my- 
self had heard the distant notes of the cornet-&- 
piston playing " Oft in the Stilly Night," as we 
sat on the mound in the pleasant gardens of the 
" Castle Mona," when he told the story of the 
melody which was the harbinger of death to his 
race. 

But Captain Arden," continued my partner — 

Major Arden, I should say, for that is his 
present rank — ^how odd that you should know 
him ; is he a very old fiiend of yours ? " 

"Not a very old friend," I repUed, "but yet 
one in whom I feel great interest" And here I 
gave him a slight sketch of our meeting in the 
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Isle of Man^ by which he seemed forcibly im- 
pressed. 

" I have faith in dreams,** he said at length ; *' in 
omens, portents, and warnings ; in biology as con- 
nected with hypnology; indeed," he continued, 
in a lighter tone, '* I think it right to believe in 
all *ologies.' But you were speaking of Arden, 
Miss Denne ; his time will be up in a few years, 
and then he will retire, so soon as he can do so 
with the rank of lieutenant-colonel." 

" Did you ever meet his wife ? " I asked. 

" Oh, yes, often," was the reply ; *' an odious 
coquette. How she ever entrapped him was a 
puzzle to every one." 

" Was she handsome ? " 

" No, decidedly not — only exceedingly pretty, 
silly, showy, vain, and vicious. I suppose he 
will marry again, for he is not five-and-thirty, 
and he is both handsome and accomplished; don't 
you think so, Miss Denne ? " 

*^ Certainly," I replied, frankly ; " he possesses 
a face both to interest and admire; he is un- 
affectedly clever, one of nature's unmistakeable 
gentlemen." 
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'^ So lie is," n^riiied my ptrtner,'' iswery xoxii 
a gentleman^ and wondroasly free (rtrnt all 
riifleeUtiiaxL*' 

"^Do you mix BHidi "with tibe suiliivisiiy as you 
oalliiiein ? "I asked, after a hrisi pause. 

"Very rarely,^ was the reply; **it is aap^faill 
work, and hymo meass pleasant practice. Tliey 
jraspect isfficers of designs nycm liieir dauglitexs, 
and fodbid tbe poor giiis to danfie wi^di vs. 
They despise all ^saltatifln ned; feunded on weaMi-; 
they consider all men useless who are aot in some 
way or other oennecAed with Ixade; and liiey 
cimvn all by the use of a jargon in cou'veEsation 
completely incomprehensible to ordinary nMisdfi." 

" I caught the sound of a £bw passages in that 
ioBngnage £bis monmsg at br^tk&st,^ said I. 
^^ Pigs, I iieard, weie dull, aixi grey domestics 
jniTed off slowly." 

My fioinpasoon here burst out into a hearty 
fit of laughter, which was interrupted by 'Emily 
Jbane Way coming midikBiy upon us witii a 
giggling exdaaudiDn — 

^ Wdl, I!m suce I 1 hope you two are l aijoy iq g 
yourselves in that comer. Eh, dear,'^deaE, 
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tfcct »ich a mee HBoke so re&eahm^ ? " (for bo 
itesr LaDcastrifln tongae presiousDeed the words 
nook and refi'eshing) — ^^ Law ! now I never did 
.£9&1 anythftD^A lialf so pleasant; but mather bid 
me say supper was ready : and you had best come 
at once^ fiu: the .gentlemoQ make such a rush at 
the tables, that if you don't come early, you'll 
^hardly get a mouthfol." 

"I am sorry to interrupt you. Miss Sophie," 
«ud Smuael James, apparowhing and pr«|ectii.g 
his elbow at me with an air somewhat betweeaa 
ridicule and defiapoe, ais he glanced at my part- 
ner — ^^ very sorry to spoil sport of any kind, 
l>ut j&othfix sent me letch you to supper, «o please 
iCDme alon^iL" 

I was extremely annoyed and v^y angry at 
•dbeir rudeness, so replied in rather a haughty tone^ 
'^^ Ficay, make my exoases to Mrs. Way, and tell 
her that I am both tired and ill! and would 
rather go to bed than to supper. Perhaps there- 
fore she will be good enough to excuse me. Good 
night, Mr. Way ; good night, Emily ;/' then turn- 
ing to my partner, I added, " perhaps, should you 
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see Captain (I begliis pardon^ Major) Arden again^ 
you will ask him if he remembers 'Renasse' 
and * Miny Don : * and now good nighty and good- 
bye." 

" Good nighty and God bless you, Miss Denne. 
If I do see Arden again — and why should I not? 
I will assuredly tell him how kindly he has been 
remembered," 

** Good night." Thus we parted ; and grieved 
was I next morning to find that I had not dis- 
covered the name of my agreeable companion; 
tod although I repeatedly asked, none of the 
family could, or would, tell me. 

As Uncle Edward had left it to our discretion 
either to prolong our stay or return at once, we 
pleaded his shattered health as the excuse for 
returning immediately to Daundelyonn ; for I 
felt that another twenty-four hours' sojourn under 
the Ways' shelter would inevitably have turned 
my hair grey. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



ANGELICA'S MABBIAGE. 



<C 



I neyer saw a bridal, bat mine eyelid hath been wet, 
And it always seemed to me as if a joyous crowd had met 
To see the saddest sight of all, a gay and girlish thing, 
Lay aside her maiden gladness for a name and for a ring." 

FiTZOBSALD. 



Neablt two years had now elapsed since Sir 
Brutus Bouverie's return from the Continent 
During this long period of family stagnation^ 
beyond an exhibition of the most untiring solici- 
tude for our comfort and happiness and the 
kindest sympathy, which was not scantily acknow- 
ledged or appreciated by Uncle Edward, scarce 
one word had been breathed either by Angelica 
or Sir Brutus about their marriage. So little, 
indeed, had the subject been alluded to, that 
the thought not unfrequently arose in our minds 
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that the whole affair would of necessity die of 
inanition. 

Had no opportunity presented itself for a natural 
reference to the subject of marriage, it might 
have been thought that delicacy had sealed Ange- 
lica's lips. But Otho's and Florence's weddings 
had so easily paved the way for some allusion to 
her own, of which she had failed to avail herself, 
that I believe we all dreaded lest an invincible 
repugnance to the man causied her silenee. 

Knowing as I did full well the reticence of 
Angelica's nature, I had abstained from inviting 
any confidence on the subject, lest I should meet 
with a rebuff which, possibly might lead to a 
coolnesa between us, and idd yet more to. the 
dislike which wa fancied she felt for tiie master 
ofFreshfifild* 

However mudi at one period of onr lives this 
alliance might have been objected to on, tfae^aooise 
of disparity of years and antagonism of taste, yet 
Sir Brntus' greatness: o£ conduct and oheecfol 
liaig-«-STiiffering, togedier perhaps wi& some seme 
of the alteiBd position ofi our fortunes,^ without 
wlueh the nobler traits in his: oharaeter would 
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never have been elicited^ had wrought a complete 
revolution in his feivoar; and in none more so 
than in Eric, who in his letters perpetaally in- 
quired when Angelica and the Barouet were to 
be ^* turned off/' as he determined at all hazards 
and at any amount of inconvenience to be present^ 
concluding his last epistle with an expression of 
hope that Angelica would forget and forgive all 
the nonsense he had uttered on ihe subject, which 
none could regret more than himself. 

Here, perhaps, was an opportunity for Angdica 
to mention the matter, should. she be so disposed; 
and remembering Eric's advice about plmigmg at 
once into the middle of an unpleasant snbjeol^ I 
determined to read his letter to her. 

This I resolved upon, not without fear lest her 
haughty, self-reliant spirit should take umbrage 
at both Eric's inquiry and my ownmterference. 
During the time occupied in reading the epistle, 
which I did very leisurely, m order to give her 
time for framing an answer, should she. vouch- 
safe one, she sat examimngvnth deep attention 
tiie stitches in the hem. of her camlnric handker* 
chief. 

B 2 
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Five minutes at least elapsed before one word 
was said by either of us, and I almost fancied 
from the stoniness of her &ce, that she had been 
too much preoccupied with other ideas to have 
bestowed a thought upon the letter. At last, 
drawing a deep sigh, the result a^ I imagined 
rather pf deep consideration than mental tumult, 
she said — 

"Yes; I quite forgive Eric: I never bear 
malice or treasure up hatred : I freely forgive him. 
Our altered position has alone been the cause 
of my procrastination. I now admire Sir Brutus 
too much, and value his esteem too highly, to 
press our union : that must for ever rest among 
the things once dreamed of." 

" And why, Angelica ?" 

** Because two years have passed, and as our 
fortunes are daily, nay almost hourly, on the ebb, 
I will not thrust myself, as it were, upon him in 
the hour of need." 

"But is this right?" I remarked. "Is this 
silence a fitting return to one who has always 
evinced so much sympathy and so much delicacy 
towards us ? 
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Is it not ignoble to meet so mucli magnanimity 
with so much littleness?" 

After a long pause she replied — 

"It may seem ignoble; but the impossibility 
remains^ and it is insurmountable," 

*^ Since I gather from what you say that it is 
the difficulty of the position^ and not, as I feared^ 
repugnance, which prevents your giving Sir 
Brutus the opportunity of renewing his proposal, 
will you consent to my undertaking the task of 
bringing matters to a crisis?" 

Again another long pause ensued : she was, for 
the first time in her life, wavering. 

** I am indeed strangely altered," she remarked* 
" I never yet sought council in any serious act 
of my life, or dreamed of accepting it if offered. 
Soph ; but in this instance I will do so. I consent 
to your mediation : do it, and I will not trammel 
you with conditions. If I repent it, the fault 
shall be mine, not yours." 

" If yau repent 1 Well, we will say no more 
now, Angelica." 

How constandy through life does it happen 
that objects which seem so easy of accomplish- 
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meat when merely subjects under dis^sussion^ be- 
come fraught with difficulty when the attempt is 
made to carry ^em into execution. 

I had no sooner volunteered my services as 
mediatrix than all the difficulties of the office 
became apparent; tiie same obstacle which beset 
Angelica would equally apply to Uncle Edward : 
he would naturally plead the length of time which 
had elapsed and his altered position. 

The discovery of the real motive for Angelica's 
silence had burst upon me so un^expectedly^ that 
I was wholly unprepared witii any useful sugges- 
tion for her guidance, and I had therefore on 
the spur of the moment vaguely volunteered my 
services to effect that which I had not as yet 
even dreamed of myself; however, having done 
so, to retreat would have annihilated every chanee, 
however small, of bringing matters to a crisis, 
for it would only confirm her in a silenee ftom 
which no earthly power would ever move her for 
tiie future. 

What was to be done ? The thought of Miss 
Crockett occurred to me. Could she — ^would she 
undertake the task ? 



A»GSIIQA'6 MARBIAGS. 247 

She, in herabnipt, playfiil way, might be able 
to yenture a suggestion, as an unconcerned speo* 
tator, which, from an interested person, would be 
impossible. 

I resolved on hazarding Ihe experiment, and 
widi hopeful nerrousness set off next day fbr 
Bedleaf 

As might have been eaqpected, I found its 
mktress busily employed on one of her eccen- 
tric charitable experimenis. Cov^ed from head 
to foot with stiff miry clay, she was intent on 
teaching the agricultural mind how to dibble 
potatoes. 

"My dear,'' said she, ** I am ^ad to see you; 
tiiesei;hick headsnever know howto make the most 
of the good things they possess. You see, they 
cut a potatoe in two thus " (cutting one as she 
spoke) ; " then, eyes or no eyes, they stick them 
into the gionnd, making no nunmer of use of 
their ofvaeyes, and expect they will grow : I mean^ 
of course, the potatoes. Now .1 want to show 
them that if they^wiU plant tiiei^es only, they 
will get just as good a crop, and save all the rest 
for the pot. 
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Her lesson concluded^ we returned to the house^ 
when I unfolded the object of mj visit 

** Well, my dear," said she, " and where's the 
difScultj ? Leave it to me ; 111 do it Sir Brutus 
has asked me to go over to Freshfield to show his 
gardener mj new plan for budding roses, and I 
will at the same time bud another kind of rose for 
him ; all that is wanted is a sharp knife for making 
a clean incision, and I doubt not Cornelia Crockett 
can perform the operation neatly and very effec- 
tually," 

Miss Crockett was as good as her word, though 
how she managed it mnst ever remain a mystery, 
for upon asking her the modus operandi, she could 
never be got beyond the reply that, ** Did not I 
think she knew how to bud roses? — trust her for 
that Did I think that she was of no more use 
than Mrs. Hunt's vegetable child? " 

The result was that a day was fixed for the 
marriage, giving Eric sufficient time to come over 
from Rome ; and, to my exceeding annoyance he 
announced it to be the intention of Count Max to 
accompany him. 

Much as I dreaded to meet Eric once more — ^for 
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I well knew that It would be but the renewal of 
a bondage which time had partly loosened — ^yet 
there was a natural pleasure mingled with the 
thought of seeing him once again that robbed the 
meeting of half its unpleasantness; and I hoped 
that we were both grown older and wiser. Idiot 
that I waS; to entertain such a belief even for a 
moment ! Did I really entertain it? No : but rides 
to Redleaf — ^reveries on the donjon keep — ^hours 
in the studio — all came back; and perhaps I fancied 
that they would be enacted over again. Dreams^ 
idle dreams^ begotten of memory and hope I 

But, as for Count Max, I had private reasons 
of my own for looking upon him with contempt. 
I had written to Eric remonstrating against his 
bringing the Count with him. His reply, that I 
need be under no uneasiness on that account, 
rather nettled me. Uneasiness ! did Eric suspect 
the cause for my remonstrance ? for in continuation 
he observed, " Max has lost his last tinge of senti- 
ment, if, indeed, he ever had any ; as I predicted, 
his love has burnt itself out like a fierce fire, 
leaving nothing but dust and ashes : he is much 
altered ; I doubt if you would recognise him." 
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As the day drew near on which liiej were 
expected, I could not help feeling nervous and 
unsettled. Was he so changed? Poor Max — 
despite the real contempt I felt fer him, I could 
but feel a slight pang as I remembered his tragi- 
comic words addressed to myself: " I may crack 
in my heart, I may run out of my mind, but I 
shall never forget thee. Miss Sophie; nor never 
love no person no more." 

The house was now in that uncomfortable state 
of bustle and preparation which seems to be 
inevitable during the advent of a wedding; every- 
body puffed up with self-importance, and getting 
in everybody's way. Uncle Edward was fussy and 
absent, and the Twins, partaking of the general 
insanity, flitted hither and thither, adding to Ike 
confusion, standing in door-vrays, prying into 
everything, and smiling inanely, like weak-minded 
spectres. 

'What with explaining all that was going on 
to Uncle Edward for Sir Brutus, who had revised to 
permit him to be put to a shilling of expense, and 
endeavouring to keep the Twins in something lik» 
order, I had as much upon my hands as I could 
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well manage. The servants^ imported from Fresh- 
field, over whom of course I could exercise but 
little control, did nothing but laugh and cry and 
blush, forgetting everything they had to do; 
altogether it was a period of monstrous discomfort, 
and it was a great relief to my over-taxed ener- 
gies when Miss Crockett, yielding to my entreaties, 
came to stay with us. 

Her presence of mind and genius for expedients 
were invaluable ; and as I confided to her what 
had passed between Eric and myself about 
Count Max, she promised to stand between us, 
and prevent any awkward rencontre or tete^tite. 

The travellers arrived at last: fortunately when 
only Miss Crockett and myself were at home. I 
heard their well-remembered voices drawing near. 
What I felt at the idea of meetmg Eric once 
again I cannot describe ; I thought I should have 
fallen. A moment more, and I was in his arms. 

There had been times during our long separa- 
tion when I had struggled against the mysterious 
and magnetic power which my cousin had exer- 
cised over my mind. I had hoped that self-dis- 
cipline, reason, and more matured judgment 
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would disenthral me from his unaoooontable in- 
fluence. 

Here lie was once more : were my hopes with 
or without foundation? 

One glance from his deep^ shadowy, extraor- 
dinary eyes, one tone of his low, thrilling and 
most pecoliar voice, and I felt that I was again 
his victim, his bondslave, his passive and obedient 
" disciple." 

Releasing me at last, he turned to Miss Crock- 
ett with an affectionate hug and a sounding kiss 
on each of her still well-preserved cheeks. 

With some trepidation I advanced to greet 
Count Max. Eric had prepared me for a change, 
and it was therefore with some little romantic 
remorse and inquisitive regret that I slowly raised 
my eyes towards his face. The next moment I 
was staring with horror and amazement Eric 
had' said that I should scarcely recognise him, 
but I was not prepared for the tremendous alter- 
ation which had taken place. 

Instead of the pale, attenuated, blighted thing 
I had expected to see, there stood Count Max 
grown fat, his &ce pale and puffy, his figure 
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bloated and unwieldy. All his wild^ outlandish^ 
picturesque grace was gone ; his luxuriant beard 
and moustache had vanished ; he was shaven and 
shorn ; he was execrably dressed too, slovenly yet 
fine; a prismatic waistcoat, over which a great 
tawdry dangling chain and tarnished brihquea 
meandered : the sight nearly took my breath away. 

Had I wasted regrets upon such an animal as 
that ? He crack his heart ! he was much more 
likely to crack that terrible waistcoat; he "run 
out of his mind I " he could not by any possibility 
have run to save his life. 

As I withdrew my hand from the pressure of 
his great, fat, white, damp fingers, I caught Eric's 
eye with its expression of subdued malice and 
amusement ; and I saw Miss Crockett's irrepres- 
sible start as she exclaimed, sotto voce — "Bless 
my heart, what a change! Why the man's a 
Daniel Lambert ! " 

The moment I was alone with Eric, I attacked 
him fiercely, 

" What a shame," said I, " to have let me waste 
my feelings of pity on your fat friend. You told 
me he was altered, but how could I suppose that 
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you meant it was in this horrible way. What has 
he been doing ? " 

'^ Drowning his sorrows in Bavarian beer^ and 
solacing his griefs on aonier Kraut and sausages^ 
I suppose ! " Brie replied. 

'' But why has he out off his hair." I inquired; 
^' I mean his beard and moustache ; he looka 
utterly hideous without them." 

''He wanted to be taken for an Elnglisher; 
and fancied, as he spoke the language like a 
native (at least, I have his word for it) that, close 
shaved h la mode Anglaise, no one could possibly 
suppose him to be a German." 

"Eric, why do you let him wear that waist- 
coat ? It is vile 1 " 

" Atrocious:: I told him so," said Eric, " but 
he thinks it sublime — moffnifique! " 

'' Monstcous, rather," said I, shuddering, " and 
that dreadful brassy-looking ring on his first 
finger. And why — oh ! why such dirty hands ? " 

"They're not dirty," replied Eric, laughing 
^' He has taken to photography ; the new art, you 
know. It is nasty work, and the chemicals stain 
the fingers and nails disgustingly." 
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"Oh, well," said I, "I am glad it's dye and 

not dirt; You have not taken to pho what 

iait?" 

" Photography, Soph ; no, but hanre not you 
semany photographs> child?" 

"Not tfiat I know of: what are they? Tell 
ma" 

" What slow coaches yon all are here ! " 

"Thank you, Eric: you are polite; but we 
are slow — and sure." 

^* Are you? I think you are," said he, modu- 
lating his voice into a more serious tone. " You 
are not altered a bit : a little stouter and paler^ 
that^ all. Am I changed. Soph ? " 

" I have not had time for the observation," said 
I, throwing a tolerably disembarrassed glance 
over his figure; and while doing so, I felt tiiat 
although his power remained undiminished,. yet 
that I had acquired both strength and spirit to 
hide the fact from him. I could answer him 
more playfully than in time& gone by, and give 
him a Rowland for his Oliver, whenever he at- 
tempted to tease or a£Pect ma 

At lasf^ all preliminaries settled,, presents pur- 
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chased — and they were magnificent — millineiy 
details completed^ bridesmaids selected^ the " best 
man" at his post^ settlements signed^ sealed, and 
delivered, the marriage ceremony took place. 

Having myself enacted the part of bridesmaid, 
I prefer to give the following results of the obser- 
vations of a disinterested spectator, as they ap- 
peared in the Canterbury Chronicle and Thanet 
Thetauruij rather than any casual remarks of my 
own: — 

^'HABBIAGE IN HiaH UFE. 

** The quiet township of Daundelyonn was on 
Thursday last the scene of much unwonted fes- 
tivity and excitement, in consequence of the mar- 
riage of Sir Brutus Bouverie, Bart, of Fresh- 
field, with Miss Angelica Denne, the Iqvely 
and accomplished niece of Edward Denne, Esq., 
of Daundelyonn. 

** The ceremony took place at the church of St 
Agatha's — ^which, as our readers may remember, 
was some few years since erected in the imited 
parishes of St Ursula and St Stephen ; the in- 
terior of the edifice was on this occasion splendidly 
decorated with hothouse flowers and evergreens. 
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" The indissoluble knot was tied hy the Bishop 
of Broadway, cousin of the bridegroom ; assisted 
by the Rev. Philip Dalton, the incumbent, and 
the Rev. Louis Grey, incumbent of St. John's, 
Whirlingham, brotlier-in-law of the bride. 

" The bridesmaids, twelve in number, were as 
follows: — Miss Sophie Denne, sister to the fair 
bride ; her cousins, Miss Hilda and El irida Denne, 
Misses Jeannetta and Lucetta Devayne, Misses 
Eleanor and Cecilia Bouverie, Miss Julia Grey, 
Miss Georgiana Fenton, Miss Laura Templeton, 
Miss Anna Wildeman, and Miss Nora Hassell. 

*' For an account of the costumes of these young 
ladies, and also for that of the lovely bride, we are 
indebted to the urbanity of Madamo Leroux, of 
Bond Street, from whose magazine they were 
selected. 

" For the benefit of our lady readers we give 
them in detsul, believing them to be unique ; they 
were as follows : — 

" The bride wore a dress of rich white moire 

antique, with flounces of magnificent Honiton lace^ 

Her wreath was composed of orange blossoms anit 

stephanotis; the bridal veil was equally superb 
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as to texture and detail with the flounces^ and 
of the same mannfacture ; ornaments, pearls. Her 
travelling costume consisted of a rohe of rich 
hrocaded gorge de pigeon silk, mantle and bonnet 
of costly Brussels point; the latter elegantly 
trimmed with lilies of the valley. 

" The bridesmaids were attired in dresses com- 
posed of three skirts of white tulle, over petticoats 
of rich blue glac^, with wreaths and garniture 
of ^forget-me-nots' and jasmine. Each of the 
twelve young ladies was presented by the bride- 
groom with a costly bracelet of blue enamel^ 
whence depended a blue locket studded with seed 
pearls forming the initials of the bride. They 
were also each presented with an exquisite bou- 
quet — that of the bride bduQg composed entirely 
of white flowers and edged with costly lace. 

"Triumphal arches of evergreens had been 
erected at various points on the route of the pro- 
cession, and the great gates of Dauudelyonn were 
tastefully decorated with flowers and wreaths. 
The children of the national and parochial schools 
in Sunday costume, and wearing white favours, 
were stationed along the avenue ; while those* of 



ANGEUGA'S MABRIAGB. 259 

tlie infant school and orphan asylum, dressed ia 
white, and decorated, by their own desire, with 
daisy chains and wreaths of primroses, lined the 
way from the church gate to the porch, strewing 
the bride's path abundantly with flowers. 

^^ After the ceremony was concluded, ihe com-* 
pany returned to Daundelyonn, where a large con- 
course of guests now awaited thenu An elegant 
dejeiiner was served to nearly two hundred of 
the neighbouring gentry ; among whom we ob- 
9»ved the Bishop of Broadway and Mrs. Coop^, 
Ae other clergy who assisted at the ceremony. 
Lord George Delafosse, the Hon. F. Yansittart, 
General Jeremy, Miss Crockett, of Bedlea^ 
Dr. Blount, Admiral Sir Thomas Telford, C.B., 
Richard Fenton, Esq., and Mrs. Fenton, Sir James 
Carnegie, M.D., F.R.S., Walter Wildeman, Esq., 
M.P., Mrs. and Miss Wildemans (3), Cholmon- 
deley Devayne, Esq., Lady Marian Devayne, and 
Miss Devaynes (2), Captain Jemingham, Migor 
Clayering, Captain and Mrs. Vesey, Count Maxi« 
miHan Yon Lichtenstein, &c. &c. 

^' Durizig the breakfast titie band of the 147th 
Regiment, by tiie kind permission of Major Claver- 
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ingf performed. Mendelssohn's wedding march 
and other appropriate airs^ alternately with that 
of the Romnej- Militia, of which the gallant 
bridegroom is coloneL 

^' Grace was said by the Right Bey. the Bishop 
of Broadway, after which Nan nobis Damine was 
sung by the members of the Canterbury Glee 
Society; the health of the happy pair being pro- 
posed and drunk with enthusiasm, the bride ex- 
changed her costume for a travelling dress, which 
has been already described, and Sir Brutus and 
Lady Bouverie shortly afterwards took their 
departure in an elegant travelling carriage drawn 
by four magnificent horses. 

** Her ladyship, though extremely pale, was look- 
ing most lovely, and returned gracefully and 
graciously the enthusiastic greetings of the host 
of tenants and retainers who crowded park village 
and road for more than a mile ; indeed, it would 
seem as though the whole county had assembled 
to do honour to the worthy master of Freshfield 
and his charming bride, who is not less renowned 
for her beauty than for her talent and amiability. 

'^ Later in the day a grand feast was held in the 
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orchaxd for the tenants and farmers of both Fresh- 
field a»d Danndelyonn, which was presided over 
by Mr. Benjamin Jermin, the respected head 
gardener of the latter estate, and the festivities 
were concluded with an al fresco ball, in the home 
meadow for the junior branches of the tenantry ; 
while within the mansion the youthful scions of 
more distinguished families danced in the hall, 
which was spleindidly lighted up for the occa- 
sion. 

" Among all this revelry the poor, both old and 
young, were not forgotten; handsome donations 
to the neighbouring charitable institutions had 
gladdened all hearts, and we may safely affirm 
that throughout the whole neighbourhood there 
was not one who felt grieved or neglected, and who 
did not conscientiously join in the general prayer 
for * long life, health, and happiness to Sir Brutus 
and Lady Bouverie.' " 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

WHIBLIN6HAM. 

** Lore, that impatieiit guide, too proiid to think 
Of Tulgar wants, of clothing, meat, and drink. 
Urges our amorons swains their joys to seize. 
And then at xagt and hunger firightened flees." 

Crabbe. 

In obedience to an ecclesiastical ordinance^ wMcli 
seems especially directed towards the inferior 
clergy with small incomes, Louis Grey was using 
his best efforts towards peopling a tiny house 
with a numerous progeny. Twins were his first 
essay ; then one solitary little stranger ; then, as 
Ernest remarked, "double to again;** and now. 
there was to be another uncertain increase, to his 
family circle. 

Miss Crockett was quite beside herself when 
told of this further expected importation. 

Really, Florence ought to know better," she 
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observed ; '* and, as for Mr. Grey, I am quite out 
of patience with him; it is quite wicked— quite 
inexcusable, in fact Where is it all to end ? My 
dear, there ought to be an Act of Parliament, or 
some other measure, passed to prevent such an 
outrageous increase among clerical families: no 
wonder there are so many poor clergy." 

At each fresh addition to the items of popula- 
tion, letters were received praying that some of 
us would go down to Whirlingham and assist at 
the christening; numerous, also, were complaints 
by Florence of tJie impossibility of keeping either 
children or servants in order ; and no less nume- 
rous were the promises held out that the era of 
our coming should inaugurate a better state of 
things. 

This looked all very well upon paper, but to 
those who knew Florence's quiet obstinacy of 
character and Louis Ghrey's repugnance to any 
foreign interference with his domestic concerns, 
it promised little beyond hopeless annoyance and 
useless trouble* 

For my own part, I felt certain that any sug- 
gestions or attempts of mine for improving the 
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general regulation of the nursery would be met, 
after the most patient listening, with the assurance 
that she perfectly well knew how to manage her 
own affairs, and that she liked to bring up her 
children in her own way ; which meant that she 
was resolved to follow implicitly the rules laid 
down by a certain medical wiseacre for the rear- 
ing of infants, and from which she would not by 
any means depart, say what I might 

The certainty of this being the case had induced 
me time after time, upon one pretext or another, 
to put off the evil day for making a long journey 
which would be attended with no beneficial re- 
sults ; but as Louis Grey had extorted a promise 
when at Angelica's wedding, that one of us should 
go down on the approaching occasion, further 
delay was impossible, and, being the only avail- 
able member of the family, I offered myself on the 
shrine of sisterly necessity, and wrote, naming the 
day on which they might expect me. 

I say, advisedly, that I was the only available 
member of the family; for although the Twins 
were at home and would, either or both, have 
been only too delighted to start at once, and add 
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their not inconsiderable share to the general con- 
fusion at Whirlingham, yet it was wholly out of 
the question to let them loose upon poor Florence 
and her irritable consort. 

" Some of us really ought to go," they both 
ejaculated ; " it must seem strange that we none of 
us take any notice of Florence : Mr. Grey's family 
must think it very odd." 

"Why odd?" I remonstrated. "They must 
know very well that none of us have been able 
to go; that we have enough to do at home to 
prevent our going down so far into the country." 

" Oh, they know very well that you have been 
to Otho's wedding, which was quite as far." 

" Yes, that is true ; but everything gives way 
to a wedding or a funeral, not to a christening." 

*^ Well, I am sure," added Hilda, " we are both 
ready to go, if you cannot, Sophie." 

The introduction of this if was not intended as 
any mark of deference to my superior wisdom or 
powers of management over theirs, but simply 
to show how superior they were to permitting 
any mere personal considerations of their own 
to weigh against disappointment to Flor^ice. 
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** Well, girls," said Uncle Edward, when con- 
sulted, ** I certainly think we ought not to neglect 
Florence ; and it has crossed my mind more than 
once that she has been left rather in the back- 
ground ; yet I don't see how it could have been 
otherwise: I am quite unable to travel now-a- 
days, and I can't trust those dear girls alone on so 
long a journey. Sophie, you must go ; and you 
had better make your preparations at once.'' 

At this announcement, the Twins became sul- 
kily dejected. Why they imagined that Uncle 
Edward would select them on this more than on 
any other occasion, to perform an office of 
responsibility and trouble, it was impossible to 
divine, but they were annoyed, and displayed it 
by giving all sorts of advice and ridiculous 
suggestions, thereby implying how well they were 
fitted for the task I had undertaken, but in effect 
considerably impeding my arrangements by com- 
pelling me to pause and endeavour to heal their 
wounded pride by explaining how mistaken they 
were. 

**Tou will take night-lights, and powdered 
ginger and sugar, won't you ? " asked Hilda. 



WHIKLINGHAM. 267 

" Yes, and arrowroot ; you know arrowroot is 
always given to infants," added El&ida. 

" And a bottle of peppermint, and some carra- 
ways, and some spirits of wine, and flannel ; you 
know they always put infants into flannel, it is 
so warm," suggested both of them in a breath* 

'^ Why so much home and colonial produce ? '^ I 
inquired. 

'^ Home and colonial produce ! " they exclaimed. 
** What do you mean, Sophie ? — ^you ask such odd 
questions." 

«Why, sugar and peppennint are produced 
abroad, and flannel is made somewhat nearer 
home, and do you suppose that nightr-lights and 
all the rest of the things you have mentioned 
are not to be got at Whirlingham ? " 

" Yes," they added, *' but perhaps not so good 
as here ; besides, you should take something with 
you, you know." 

** Well, then, why don't you two girls set to 
work at once, and make a frock for the baby ? " 

« A frock for the baby ! " The thought tickled 
them greatly ; but then it involved some trouble 
in its preparation, and ihey particularly disliked 
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trouble of all kinds in which they were implicated, 
although they by no means objected to it when 
the only part they had to play was that of croak- 
ing lookers-on. 

" A frock for the baby I " they ejaculated, after 
a pause, during which they were casting wildly 
about for excuses; ''but perhaps it might be a 
boy, and then if it should be a girl, how foolish 
it would look I ^ 

'' You, the frock, or the baby ? " I inquired. 

This seemed to puzzle them, for they did not 
like the idea of either themselves or their joint 
production looking foolish ; and as the baby was 
not yet bom, they were undecided as to whether it 
ought to be implicated. The question, however, 
had the efiTect of relieving me from further annoy- 
ance, and I was suffered to conclude my packing 
in peace. 

At last the fly was at the door, and Uncle 
Edward came to see me off. 

During the journey down I occupied myself 
with planning all sorts of schemes for the arrange- 
ment of Florence's household and children while 
she was upstairs. ''Hatching pins into needles'' 
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suddenly became a pet project ; I had once heard 
Miss Crockett start this theory as a panacea for 
obstreporoxis childhood, and I resolved to test its 
efficacy. 

" Children ! my dear, children," she would say, 
in one of her delightful monologues, " children 
are not half the trouble they are asserted to be : 
people make plagues and pests of children ; they 
indulge them in all sorts of ridiculous ways, put 
all sorts of nonsensical wishes into their heads, 
dress them out in all sorts of tomfoolery, teach 
them to give themselves aJrs, and fill them with 
whims, and then call them troublesome. I stayed 
once in a house where the children with infinite 
pains had been taught to make it a bedlam, and 
when appealed to, to say whether children were 
not dreadful nuisances, I offered to cure them in 
a week. My offer was accepted with a laugh ; 
bat I succeeded, for I introduced my silent 
system: I gave a reward to the first child who 
hatched a pin into a needle, and they all sat in 
a row Uke owls in the process of incubation, 
and this quietism paved the way for a general 
reform." 



{ 
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And so I resolyed to pave the way to relbiiii 
in Florence's nnrsery, if she would but consent 

to it 

Visions, too, of long lists of requirements and 
alterations presented fiieoiselyes in beautiful order, 
until I abnost wished the journey oyer and the 
good work begun. Then followed speculations as 
to what the children would be like; what were 
their tempers and inclinations : should I ^' get on ^ 
with them? With these lucubrations I beguiled 
the tedious journey, which the final scream of die 
whistle, accompanied by the usual smell of charred 
wood, and the hollow sound of the train as it 
passed into what Ernie called " the cucumber 
frame," pronounced to be at an end. 

Louis Grrey was rushing up and down the 
platform in a high state of excited expectation; 
and, at last, after bobbing his head into nearly 
eyery other carriage, caught sight of my wayii^ 
handkerchief. 

" I was almost afiraid 'you would not come by 
this train," said he, trying to open the door. 
''Here, guard, unlock this carriage. Where's 
your luggage ? I haye got a fly ready. Stand 
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here out of the crowd while I see to your boxes. 
I suppose your name is on all the things ? " 

" Yes," I replied, ** a large S. D. in white letters 
is upon them alL" 

** Not an L. S. D., I suppose ? " remarked 
Louis Grey, facetiously, as he posted off in quest 
of them. 

I fancied from this trifling sally that he had a 
vein for punning, or perhaps something better in 
his composition, and that I might find more in 
him than had as yet been elicited, but I was 
doomed to disappointment ; this was the first and 
last crumb of jocularity that ever escaped his lips 
in my hearing — ^fi)rced no doubt into existence 
by the pleasure he experi^iced from seeing me 
at last at Whirlingham. 

It might have been expected that as we drove 
off towards the vicarage, after the first brief 
inquiries as to the health of all at Daundelyonn, 
he would have said something about Florence and 
the children ; but, no : his head was too full of 
parish matters to admit of other considerations. 

" Ah ! " he observed, " there goes Mr. Rum- 
mell, my churchwarden: a very steady, well- 
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meaning man ; he stands by me bravely. There is 
a good deal of ill-feelmg in the parish : it was 
only yesterday that the other churchwarden, 
backed by some of the malcontents, took excep- 
tion to my flying a new flag from the steeple, 
which had been made a present to me by a friend: 
they pretended that it was a sure sign of my 
popish tendencies, and called upon me to haul it 
down ; this I refused to do, and now they threaten 
to refer the case to the Bishop." 

" And how is Florence ? " I inquired, as we 
drove off in a high, ricketty fly down the narrow 
dirty streets of the town. " Is she looking well ? ^ 

"Not so well as could be wished just now," 
said Louis Gray. ^^ You know we cannot expect 
her to be blooming." After a short pause he 
continued: "You have no idea of the feeling I 
have to contend with ; it is quite shocking." 

"What feeling?" I asked, thinking, of course, 
that he alluded to Florence. " Is it weakness, or 
despondency, or over-excitement?" 

" Well," he replied, " a little of all : weakness 
on the right side, general despondency, and over- 
excitement as far as parties are concerned." 
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Parties I" I ejaculated. "I should not have 
thought tliis much of a place for parties." 

" I assure you," he replied, " you can have no 
idea of how numerous they are." 

" And the right side weak 1 that is bad," I 
rejoined. " I think nothing of despondency : it is 
to be expected, I suppose, in the present state 
of things ; but the other side, is that also affected?" 

*^ The other side," exclaimed Louis, excitedly : 
'^ of that I am happy to say I kiiow nothing." 

** You know nothing," said I, looking very much 
astonished. 

**No; I know nothing, and care still less. 
Sophie, look. Do you see that butter and bacon 
shop?" 

" Butter and bacon shop I" I faltered. " Yes, I 
see it; but, why?" 

** Why, that butter shop and the linen-draper's 
over the way, are at the bottom of it all." 

The dread suspicion flashed across my mind 
that Louis was not right in his mind ; however, 
I stared at him in unfeigned astonishment as he 
continued — 

"Yes, Sophie; Crapps the butterman is my 

VOL. n. T 
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foe; Codgers the liiiai-dn^ieraid»jaid abets 
him in all his pttltrjr mapihinatiioiiis backed by 
Bejenty the attomeTy who is as cnx>ked in mind 
as he is in bodj ; these two render mj life miser- 
able : they meddle with m j arrangements, alter 
the time of mj dock, object to mj texts, time 
my sennons, and are for ever porying. into my 
private affairsc'' 

Then Louis was not mad : he had not got a 
** tile off," as Ernest wonld have said; he had 
been speaking of parish poUtics, and I had been 
thinking of my sister ! 

This was the first time I heard the names of 
Messrs. Grappa and Codgers, bnt during my stay 
at Whirlingham they became familiar to me as 
household words: that they caused Louis Grey 
a great deal of unnecessary trouble and Taxation, 
I believe ; but to such an extent did he permit 
himself to be led away by his morbid dread and 
dislike of these three wortfaies, that every mis- 
fortune or mishap wfaidi occurred was at anoe 
set down as being caused by Mr. Grappa' inters 
ference or Mr. Codgers' influence, set at work-by 
Bejent'sdiabolieal machinations. 
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Cut off from any great intercourse with the 
outlying worlds these petty parochial squabbles 
assumed an importance in his not over strong 
mind which to an unprejudiced spectator appeared 
simply ludicrous. 

It would scarcely be too broad an assertion to 
make^ that if the children had taken the measles 
Louis Grey would immediately have suspected 
Mr. Crapps of having something to do with it, 
assisted by Codgers and Bejent. Such was the 
effect produced upon a small mind by dwelling 
upon smaller matters. 

After passing through a labyrinth of narrow, 
steep, dirty, noisy streets, smelling curiously of 
all sorts of horrors^ we emerged into the market- 
place^ an irregular open space, rendered imposing 
to the eyes of the Whirlingham worthies by the 
presence of the Town Hall, a hideous, flaring red 
building, and of a pump of much architectural 
pretension, ornamented with a medallion portrait, 
as an inscription certified, of Jeremiah Shapcott, 
Esquire, the first mayor. 

We next passed into a street of private houses^ 
all very much alike in their dull, prosaic, unin<- 

T2 
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teresting appearance ; each being fenced off from 
the road-way by a small, narrow strip of garden, 
enclosed by feeble iron railings: the doors of these 
houses presented quite a crop of brass name-plates 
and shining knob handles. 

At No. 9, one of the dreariest and dingiest of 
these habitations, we stopped, and were admitted 
through a much scratched, blistered door, by a 
dirty servant in a black cap; and in a moment 
I was locked in poor Florence's arms. 

Good heavens ! could this pale, faded, untidy 
figure, with dishevelled hair, sickly complexion, 
and heavy eyes, be my bright, beautiful, blooming 
sister ? 

I was more shocked than can be described : the 
sight took away all power of utterance for some 
moments. When I had recovered my self-pos- 
session, I found Florence tearfully presenting me 
to each of the children, as the dear Aunt Sophie 
she had told them was coming to see them. 
. ** And these, Sophie dear, are my eldest boys, 
twins, Louis and Bertram; and this is Louisa: 
we think her like her papa; and these are my 
other two boys, Cuthbert and Gilbert ; that is all.** 
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All I I should hope so. Poor Flossie I I 
looked at them with pitying interest The two 
eldest were a little like our family, only on a 
larger scale ; clumsy, heavy-looking children, sun- 
burnt and commonplace; the girl was very like 
her father, slender, salmon-coloured, and sickly* 
The two youngest were still mere toddling babies, 
just out of arms ; fat, fair, and featureless, they 
might turn out anything or nothing. 

Poor Florence I I glanced round the comfort- 
less, untidy room, strewed with crumbs, broken 
toys, and rubbish. I could not but observe the 
dirty hands and pinafores, the slovenly ifrocks, the 
unbrushed hair, and then ceased to wonder at her 
careworn face. Truly, there was plenty of work 
to be done here : could I do it ? This remained to 
be proved ; but my heart sank within me at the 
contemplation : the next moment I felt the worse 
than unkindness it would be to give way to de- 
spair; a flood of courage and resolution rushed 
warmly to my heart, and clasping Florence once 
more in my arms, I inwardly resolved not to 
leave her until a better order of things had been 
established. Spero meliora: nothing could be 
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worae tlian this ; and if I trimnphed, so mncli the 
gi«ater would be my «ward, in the coosciooB- 
»» of haying smoothed the difficulties and 
lightened the load of care from shoulders but ill 
fitted to bear them. My watdiword must be qoero 
mdiara. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

MUDDLE. 

** A dipper here, a duster there, 
Hair-pins and papers eveiy where; 
Shirts without buttons, stockings down, 
Stays which defy the gaping gown: 
Gkiidren all noise and never neat, 
Perfect disorder, most complete; 
Servants all loud in kitchen blame, 
Master and mistress jast t^e same — 
Dirt and discomfort meet the eye 
Of every casual passer-by: 
To som up all, and thus be brief^ 
A Bethlehem beyond betiefl" 

BSNBON. 

I HAD not been two days in the hoase before the 
exceeding discomfort of every person and thing 
in it became painftdly apparent Florence's 
natural indolence and snpineness, increased ten- 
fold by the indisposition under Trhich she was 
actually suffering, and her habitual carelessness 
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and want of knowledge of the plainest rules of 
social order, had combined to reduce her manage 
to a condition of wretched untidiness, and her- 
self to a state of decided personal slovenliness. 

That want of care and neatness, which, in the 
case of a rich man's wife, surroimded by a host 
of well-trained servants, would have been of little 
moment, in her position, with a small, crowded 
house, and three ignorant, overworked, and mis- 
ruled maids, became a positive nuisance to herself 
and all belonging to her. Every apartment, com- 
partment, and department bore sad evidence of the 
absence of a governing hand and guiding spirit 
The best behaved boys, however young, will be 
boisterous in their play, and occasionally disobe- 
dient; the most amiable little children of three and 
four will be noisy in their mirth, and will rejoice in 
fish-hooks for fingers ; the best regulated servants, 
be they in town or coxmtry, will occasionally raise 
their voices in argument or contention ; boots, if 
not the best, will creak, doors will bang, noises 
of all kinds will force themselves upon the ear. 

There are, however, some exceptions to almost 
every rule ; some interval in which the human 
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machine even in children is in repose, some mo- 
ments of lull in every storm, some short periods 
of peace in the fiercest conflict ; but in this house 
there was no exemption from these human ills : 
peace and tranquillity found no habitation here; 
not a moment's truce was given, nor an instant's 
pause permitted. From the first twitter of the 
** early bird " (a dreadful fellow, who woke unfail- 
ingly every morning at five o'clock, and who, I 
believe, had a weight upon his ornithological con- 
science, he slept so badly) until the last reverbera- 
' tion of the last shutter in the process of being 
" put up " in the latest public-house in the adjoin- 
ing High Street, an endless succession of loud, 
discordant, harrowing noises asserted themselves 
unceasingly. 

No wonder, then, that Louis was cross; no wonder 
that he grumbled and growled. A saint, who had 
spent some years of his life in a boiler manufactory, 
or among the milder miseries of a carpenter's shop, 
or, perchance, on an undertaker's premises, or, 
who might, as a matter of choice, have preferred 
a windmill or engine-room for his residence, would 
inevitably have lost both temper and patience 
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Tmder the roof of No. 9. It was impoflsiUe to 
bkone Louis for the irriti^ility he evinced under 
these circumstances ; on the contnuy, he ^was much 
to be commiserated in his bewildering and com- 
fortless position: the breakages alone^ of oonrse 
effected without any human interfereaee, were 
enough to irritate the mildest father of a &mily. 

One purpose of my risit was to endeayonr to 
keep the peace ; it would have been quite as much 
to the purpose had I been invited tQ keep tiie 
pieces: I am convinced^ making due aUowance 
for the difference of our Tespective positions, 
Marius sighing over the ruins of Carthage had 
scarcely more cause for sorrow than had I amid 
the wreck and ruin in this Bedlamite establishment. 

The children, too, never having been taught 
the meaning of the words ^ You must," roamed 
wildly everywhere, prjring into and pervading 
eveiy possible and impossible comer of the house ; 
but the destructive energies of two huisired 
ordinary children in foil activity could never 
have satisfiictoriiy accounted forthe wild disorder 
whidi reigned supreme. 

My first impulse was to quit this pandemonium 
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with. all degpatch ; indeed, I occupied myaelf dur- 
bag tbe ooly five hours' eompaiatiye quiet I 
eonld be sure of-— tiiat is to say, from tiie last 
shatter at 12 p.h. to the early bird at 5 A»u», 
— in deliberating on the best plan for ^jBTecting 
my escape; but upon reflection such a course 
seemed so selfish and unsisterly that I at once 
abandoned it. True it was that I could not 
deny even to myself, that Florence merited all 
the obloquy and remonstrance she met with at 
her husband's hands; yet, to haye deserted her 
in the then delicate state of her health, would 
have been ungenerous, and to have upbraided 
her would have been unwomanly, if not bar- 
barous. Moreover, she was now so accustomed 
to be scdded and blamed from morning imtil 
night, that I doubted whether my joining in this 
outcry against her would have had any other 
effect dian that of rendering h^ still more miser- 
able. 

No: there was nothing to be done &r the 
present; I must be content — 

"T^o labour, and to wait." 

Her confinement over, and herself a prisoner 
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in her own room, then would be the opportunity 
to enforce reform ; and when she again resumed 
her ordinary position in the family (in the mean- 
time to be reduced to something like order), 
softened in spirit by a sense of thaokfulness for 
preservation from the danger she had passed, 
improved in temper, and quieted in mind by the 
absence of care — ^having had time for that con- 
templation which I resolved she should enjoy, and 
become yet more endeared to her husband by the 
sufferings endured, and the fresh tie which would 
exist between them — then would be the time to 
attack her, and at the same moment exhibit to her 
a practical lesson of how much might be done to- 
wards re-establishing peace and comfort, even in 
the brief space of a few weeks, by the enforce- 
ment of regularity and vigilant supervision : then 
also would be the time to impress upon him the 
duty as well as necessity for exercising forbear- 
ance towards one who had been so petted and 
spoiled as Florence; and how much higher posi- 
tion he would place her in, with but trifling effort 
to himself, if, in lieu of scolding her in the 
presence of others (which. was his wont) for any 
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small error she might commit in the household 
arrangements, he would, ere the fault was com- 
mitted, take the wiser course of reminding her 
gently, when alone, of what he wished, and ad- 
vising her how to act in similar instances. 

I well knew that great caution would be neces- 
sary in taking this course, for Louis was narrow- 
minded, peevish, and conceited, and, as might 
naturally be supposed, obstinate in the extreme; 
like all small-minded people, too, he was jealous 
and tenacious to a ridiculous extent on the subject 
of receiving anything approaching advice, warn- 
ing, or remonstrance : although no one was more 
fond than himself of giving spectral admonitions. 

Neverthelss, I resolved to attempt, if possible, 
to take him at the right time and in the right 
way; although which might be the right way 
with a man who confounded persuasion with 
dictation, and suggestion with expostulation, was 
no easy matter to decide. He evidently was dis- 
posed to view every proposal emanating from 
myself in anything rather than a favourable light ; 
and every interference with Florence's arrange- 
ments, or, I should rather say, disarrangements. 
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with ill-concealed jealousy : mj positioDy tliere- 
fore, was sufficiently perplexing. 

With my sister, I foresaw less difficulty : the 
course with her was tolerably dear, conld Lonis 
once be brov^t to reason* For the present I could 
do nothing except with the diildren; the elder 
hoys I determined should be sent to a day-school 
without delay, wlule the younger children should 
be quartered at a neighbouring fiurm-house, where 
Aeir mother or myself could see them daOy: 
but how was I to persuade my brother-in-law to 
do this ? I knew that selfishness was his greatest 
fault, vanity his weakest point ; by working upon 
these twt> weaknesses 1 must turn his obstinate 
will whither I would it should go : I must diplo- 
matize, and scheme, and plan ; but with time and 
patience, I should, I would succeed. As for the 
mere minor details of discomfort, once let me g^t 
Florence safely locked up in her own room, and 
Louis flattered into amiability and busied in his 
parish work, I felt certain that, with a good car- 
penter and needlewoman under my direction, I 
could set all matters to rights in a fortnight. The 
bad habits of the servants would take longer to 
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correct, but they might at amy rate be greatly 
imporovedy even in that short spaece of time. 

I determined to prepare for my campaign by 
tddng a . list of all the necessary repairs and 
amendments. It had been a joke against me 
from my childhood that I could do nothing with- 
ont first making a list, let the object to be gained 
be what it might, whether the dressing a doll, 
4e choosing a ribbon, or ordering a dinner; and 
I admit the truth of this mild impeachment*. My 
mind is so constituted that it detests details: I 
could neither induce nor correct it into mastering 
subjects otherwise than in the aggregate; snch 
being the case^ and names, dates, addresses^ and 
"sudi small deer" coming under the category, 
I fortified my weak memory with written memo- 
randa. I could not help smiling next day over my 
list, when I remembered all the ridicule such 
rivulets of facts had entailed upon me in former 
years. From ^^ attic to basement," pencil and 
paper in hand, I toiled the live-long day, record- 
ing step by step the devastation which dirt, vio- 
lence, and neglect had caused. Commencing 
with the attics, where the air was close and 
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stifling^ I tried to open the windows, but In 
vain. On appealing to the housemaid to know 
what was the matter with them, her reply was — 
" Oh I them hattic winders 'avent a been hopen 
not for these six months." 

I mildly inquired. Why not? as a free cir- 
culation of air was especially necessary in apart- 
ments like these, without chimneys ; she replied — 
" Lawks, Miss, I don't know nothing about it : if 
the winders would hopen, I'd hopen the winders ; 
but I thinks they've a been stuck by the paint, 
and Fm afeared of breaking on'em if I forces of 
'em hopen." 

My next inquiry was directed to the cause of 
certain stains on the ceiling and wall, from the 
latter of which the paper was peeling off: — 

** Well, Miss, it were the rain as done it ; I 
expects there's a tile off somewheres, and the 
rain makes a hentrance : it have been so a long 
time. I don't think it ain't no account. Miss, for 
we catches the drip in the foot-pan, and it can't 
make the wall no worse nor it is already." 

Down went two items in my list. 

'^ You have not got a small piece of the paper 
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left, with which this room is covered, have you ? " 
said I. 

** There were a piece. Miss, a good big piece," 
said Onslow, considering, gently coaxing her chin 
with her forefinger the while; "but what come 
of it I don't know. I think the children 'ave a'ad 
it to play with, but I an't sure : I dessay it's in 
the nursery cupboard; 111 look;" and Onslow 
descended, followed by myself, adding another 
item as I went along, with a memorandum to 
have six hooks put up for the maid's dresses in 
their closet. 

The nursery next became the subject of in- 
vestigation; here was the same amount of muddle^ 
but less destruction, for Florence was in the 
frequent habit of sittting there with the children 
while the nurse was occupied. The string of one 
window-blind was broken, and the blind of the 
other window resolutely refused to move eiUier up 
or down ; a board was loose in the night-nursery, 
and the bell would not ring. I added these items 
to my fast increasing list ; and in the meantime 
Onslow found the roll of paper tied up in one of 
her mistress's best embroidered pocketrhandker- 
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chie&f and hidden away in a ooal-ficottle at the 
hottom of the nursery cupboard. The nnrsej on 
seeing my &oe of astoniahment, erplained that 
the boys were playing with the pqper and hand- 
kerchief some days before, and whilst throwing it 
atone another she feared they wonld hit ^Mias 
Lou" with it ^'in their romps^" so she had 
snatched it up when their ''heads was turned^'' 
and hidden it where Onslow had fomid it, and 
since then she had '' clean forgot all about it" 

I threw one glance into the recess of this pre- 
serve for odds and ends, and marked it as one of 
the holes and corners to be routed out at the first 
opportunity* Florence's own room was the next 
subject of investigation, and as I sat down upon 
her uncomfortable easy chair and looked around, 
old and varied memories crowded upon me in 
such quick succession that, not knowing whether 
to laugh or cry, I was compelled to have recourse 
to her especial bottle of sal-vdatile to enable me 
to recover my equanimity. Poor, dear Flossie I 
This room presented such a ridiculous contrast 
to the one she occupied in the olden time at 
Daundelyonn, the tastes and habits of her child- 
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hood were liere so nncomfertably cioicatiired, iihflt 
it was painful to oontemplate. Ji. little ragged 
flo&, so slippery with age and wear that had it 
not been for aondry holes and patdies wiucji 
offered some resistance to the sitter, no one could 
have retained their place opon it for a moment 
was but a sorry snbstitate for the luxnrious conch 
of former days; the pretiy lace-edged pillows 
were ill replaced by dingy worsted crochet-^woik; 
no soft net cnrtains surrounded a pretty French 
bed with its airy canopy of white and gold; but in 
its place stood revealed a hideously ponderous 
combination of wood and iron, with four massiTB 
mahogany posts, whence was suspended a Tery 
scanty amount of fiuJed drab merino curtains; 
no pleasant chairs were clad in flowery chintz.-: 
all were of the hardestrbearted and most uncom- 
promising horse-hair; there was no tasteftd toilette 
with its Teihng drapery of kce and silk, no grace- 
fill jardiniire. Here, in place of the delicate carpet 
with its groups of clustering roses, a dn^get of a 
sickly olive hue asserted itseUl The window cur- 
tains also were of the same quaker-drab complex- 
ion as the bed curtains, and hung from ponderous 

U2 
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brass scaffold poles, their ends adorned with what 
seemed intended to represent huge gilded melons. 
A plain, square dressing-table of stained deal, 
hidden bj a plain, square, white dimity cover, 
raiher shrunk in washing; a very small and 
very bad looking-glass, which obstinately refused 
to retain its position at the proper angle for use 
until jammed tight by a roll of dirty, crumply 
paper; a painted chest of drawers, in a veiy 
dilapidated condition about the knobs and legs; 
an old scratched cherry-tree wardrobe, in such 
a relaxed state that the doors would keep falling 
open and hitting chance passers-by in the face, 
while the handleless drawers refused their office, 
except when coaxed open with scissors, or the 
point of a knife : and yet, so curiou8ly][inconsistent 
•was their character that, being once open, they 
needed to be forced, and shaken, and manoeuvred 
-before they would shut again ; and a wretched old 
bookcase, too shabby for the drawing-room, sup- 
porting a few tattered books in what were once 
gay bindings, completed the substantial part of 
the furniture. The ornamental articles consisted 
of an ordinary tumbler, filled with faded Brompton 
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stocks and marigolds^ in very unfragrant water ; a 
few cardboard boxes and shell pincnshions 
scattered hither and thither. On the mantel- 
shelf perched two dusty plaster images of Cnpids 
holding tallow candles^ who stood guard on either 
side of a clock which refiised to go^ and which 
was enshrined in a square mahogany case; a 
match-box of silver^ a wedding present in the 
form of a fdiquary^ but so tarnished I mistook 
it for copper, stood on the dressing-table, in close 
companionship with two very dingy-looking ivory 
brushes, a broken comb, a large sponge on a 
dessert plate, and a box of pins, which had been 
upset ; an inkstand originally of blue glass, but so 
bespattered with ink that it bore a greenish 
mouldy appearance, and a wine-glass full of 
canary-seed, brought up the rear and completed 
the arrangements for her toilette. On the ricketty 
triangular wash-hand stand lay a doll's bonnet, a 
dinner-roll, and a bible and prayer-book; upon 
the bed were a pair of shabby blue silk slippers, 
a towel, and (of all inconceivable incongruities) a 
carving knife ; on the floor I remarked a smelling- 
bottle, a child's hat, and a bird-cage. The 
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windows were wide open aad die Uiiids were 
flattering madly in Ae wind. The fire-place 
was filled with ornamental cnt paper^ half-bidden 
by old ribbons^ envelopes, tocn-iip letters, soaps 
of silk and muslin, nntrshells, small twists of 
hair, ea^loded matches, broken piUrboxes> &&. 
Florence's best shawl was thrown npon the hearthr 
rag, and in a chair by the wardrobe lay a pair 
of dosty boots* On doser ezaminatioa I found 
that the window was propped open with a pur 
of satin-wood glove-stretchers, and the. dresaing- 
xoom door kept &atened by a nursery flat-iron* 

Not to enter into needless details^, suffice it ta 
observe that, as a general rnle^ the windows were 
refiractory, neither opening nor shutting pr^ierly ; 
&e doors were also carried away with the same 
spirit — some would slam of their own accord, but 
not fi^ten securely, the handles being ricketty and 
broken; wh'le others required neat surgical operar 
tions to open them; most of the blinds were 
either destitute of cords and tasseb, or their 
springs were dislocated, or the blinds themsdves 
would not draw up straight with any amount 
of persuasion* The carpets were badly laid 
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dowir^ or had lioleB in them, and sadly required 
beating. I don't beliere. that it was possible to 
hit, even by accident, npon any one piece of 
fomitnre in the whcde honse which did not r&» 
qnire repair: the chintz had not been calendered 
£br years; the beds were Inmpy; the chins 
was cracked, broken, or discoloured by being pat 
into the oven for divers porposes ; the plate was 
scratched and dim, the glass doudy^ the kniyos 
so badly cleaned that they more resembled a 
Malay crease in shape than the ordinary instra- 
ments of domestic use. The stair-carpet had 
never been shifted, so that at the edge of each 
stair it was cnt completely through; die passage 
was destiticte of oil-cloth; the doors: were maJtr 
less ; the windows seemed-^ 

" Like an ostler's lanthom at an inn, 
All the circomfeience was dirty hom^ 
And feebly blinked the ray of warmth within." 

The paint thronghont reqiured washing, the woodr 
work needed scarubbing. 

A miserable little scrap of ground, originally 
iiUiended as a makeshift &x a garden, lay be&ire 
the front door; this had once boasted a &w 
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flowers, but the j were overgrown hj rank weeds 
and coach grass; the green moss-grown mould 
had encroached upon the loose faded-looking 
gravel pathway: it was the very garden of the 
sluggard. In the wmdowsof the drawing and 
dining rooms were rows of dusty flower-pols 
containing a modicum of parched earth and a 
few sticks of what looked like dried herbs, but 
which, upon a closer inspection, proved to be 
the debris of departed flowers : only, as Onslow 
remarked, *^ Missus always forgot to water them, 
and so they curled up and died. Miss." Louis's 
own study and dressing-room were certainly in 
perfect order, but, in conjunction with both dining 
and drawing rooms, were perfect preserves for 
dost, moths, and mildew ; except in the place where 
he always sat 

The kitchen and pantry were dean, I admit, 
although a very '^ Ekron " for flies ; and all the 
arrangements below-stairs partook of the tone of 
general disorder : a cold fowl was put away in the 
larder upon one of the best dessert plates, while 
some potatoes were huddled into a cake basket ; 
there were five separate pounds of butter, all more 
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or less cut ; the quantity of pieces in the bread- 
pan would have furnished a national school with 
bread-pudding for a week; half a side of bacon 
was hung just in the place where it was most 
likely to become rusty ; and so on. 

That night I retired to my room with a heavy 
heart and a list as long as a library catalogue. 

After dreaming most unpleasantly of invasions 
by hordes of glaziers, painters, paper-hangers, and 
others, who, in spite of my reiterated commands, 
refiised to leave the house, although they had 
completed everything they were called in to do, 
variegated with visions of interminable lists which 
seemed only to grow longer at the tail as I 
checked off the items at the top, I was awakened 
by Louis (Trey's tapping at my door to say that he 
was going for the doctor. 

"For the doctor I" I exclaimed; "I had no 
idea that he would be wanted so soon.^ 

**Nor had I," he replied; '* but I fismcy the 
excitement of seeing you has hastened matters; 
now, as I am off, will you go to her ? " 

^Certainly," was my response; and dressing 
myself forthwith I hurried off to Florence's room. 
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to gi^e her all the comfort and aasniance in m j 
power until the aizival of the medical man^-or 
the ^ piU-boz,'' as Ernie would iEreverentlj hare 
styled him. 

'^ Oh ! I am so glad yon are here, deaar^" abe 
exfilaimedy on my presenting myself at her bed- 
side. ** I never before felt afiraad in any of my 
confinements, bnt, I know not why it is^ I dread 
this one. K anything shoizld happen to me^ 
you will look after the children* won't yon, 
Sophie?" 

^ Most assuredly I will, Flossis ; bnt don't fear, 
all will go well: pnt your trust in Him who 
never fails in giving support to us aQ, and have 
no dread of the result." 

*' So I do. Soph ; so I do ; but, at the same 
time, if anything should happen,, it is comforting 
to foel that I leave behind one who will be a 
mother to those little helpless things.. Yon will 
teach them to pray. Soph ? They have not been 
neglected, but habits are soon lost if not aat- 
stantly watched, and Louis has so nmcb to trouble 
him in tiie parish* I have made up a lew parcels 
of small things^ I wish given as rsmembcancea ia 
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case of mj dying : they are in that drawer, re* 
member ; and I give you charge of thenu" 

In a short time Lonis Grey retnmed, accom^ 
panied by the doctor^ and I was dssired to absent 
myself, with the assurance that if wanted I shoidd 
be sent for. As daylight was slowly breaking, I 
preferred to dress rather than retom to bed ; this 
accomplished^ my first thought was the nursery, 
where the little imnatea were just beginning to 
stir and chatter in their nests; here was a good 
^yportonity for commencing my reforms.. 

^' Now, nurse," said I, ^ I am mistress of the 
house until Mrs. Grey is about again, and I must 
have all my directions implicitly obeyed, and then, 
no doubt, we shall get on very well together." 

Hannab, otherwise Mrs. Potter, as she delighted 
to be called (for such was the slattern's name) did 
not seem much to Uke the sudden transference of 
authority firom her kind, easy mistress to an evi- 
dent Tartar; but seeing by my manner that I was 
notr to be played witih, and that it was useless to 
object, 1^ rei^nded with a resigned "Y&cj 
good. Ma'am," and we commenced in easneoL 

At thismoment up rushed Louis: ^ThankGrod, 
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it'B all over ! and a fine little boy has made his 
appearance. Florence is all right and will be glad 
to see you shortly^ but you must not stay long ; 
come^ and see the little fellow." 

Away we posted5 to the evident delight of the 
nurse, who was glad for the present to be rid of. a 
strange mistress, with all sorts of new-fangled 
notions ; and there, bundled up in flannel in the 
arms of Mrs. Sprattly, the monthly nurse, lay the 
squalling, kicking, red-faced atom of humanity, 
apparently much astonished and not a little dis- 
gusted with the world he had just entered* 

After a critical examination of this lively curi- 
osity, and a good deal of silly twaddle as to who 
he was like — as though a baby of that age could 
be like anything besides a beef sausage, — ^it was 
intimated by the doctor that Florence might just 
be seen. 

Poor dear Flossie ! there she lay, looking so pale 
and handsome ; all her fears seemed to have been 
dissipated in a sense of deep thankfulness : she was 
tearfolly tranquil, and smiled so much affectionate 
pleasure at seeing me by her. side, that I felt not 
only repaid for such trouble as I had already taken. 



J 



MUDDLE. 301 

but rewarded for all that it might fidl fo mj lot to 
undertake, A kiss and gentle pressure of the 
hand was all I ventured upon in response; and 
then vanished to resume the reins of government 
up-stairs. 

As dialogues between mistresses and servants 
relative to the general ordering of a house are 
not of thrilling interest^ a detailed account of the 
finesse^ occasionallj interspersed with positive 
rows^ to which recourse was had when mild 
suggestions failed^ may well be spared. 

Louis Gbey himself^ though tolerably amenable 
at present, gave sundry indications that he could 
at pleasure be cantankerous enough ; these straws, 
which served to show whence the wind blew, 
never assumed the form of positive complaint, but 
he would occasionally throw aside his plate hastily 
during meal-times, or would reftise to eat any- 
thing. Enquiry as to what offended him was met 
by the assurance that ''Nothing annoyed him. 
Why should I think so ? " He was sorry if any- 
thing in his manner had led me to that belief — 
although his loss of temper was evident enough. 

Such were a few of the elements with which I 
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had to deal on taking command at Whirlingliam, 
and thej were sufficient to keep my liead in a per- 
petaal whirl, and mymrfortnnate bodyin inceB- 
sant activity. 

Happily the children had behaved so well theft 
it was mmecessary to send them ont of the honse^ 
as I had originally proposed. Having established 
tolerable order in the rmns of miserable disorder; 
having seen Florence's health thoroughly re- 
established^ and given her some practical hints 
for her goidance, which she promised faithfiilly to 
follow ; having also soothed Lonis Grey's excited 
mind upon the subject of Messrs Grapps^ Oodgers, 
and their myrmidons; the time had arrived for 
fixing the time for my departure. After much 
demur on Florence's part^ this was settled to 
take place on the day after the christening [of 
Master Edward Ernest ; for such was his name 
to be, in honour of Uncle Edward and Ernie, 
who were to be his godfathers ; the latter coming 
down to Whirlingham for the express purpose of 
representing them both. 

The ireremony was performed in the true 
orthodox style, at Louis Carey's old, ugly. 
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ramUtng chnvch ; and, as Ernie remarked, ^ the 
young sqneaker gave tongne furiously when well 
sprinkled with water." Indeed my brother gave 
mortal offence to Mrs. Sprattly, by declaring that 
he ^^ could not make out the child's top from its 
tail, until he x)bserYed the point whence the 
squalling issued." As might have been expected* 
I enacted the humble part of godmother. 

And now came the hour for onr departure: 
poor Florence was broken-hearted, and Lotus Grey 
silent, but comforted with the hope of a better 
living being likely to fall to his share through 
the instrumentality of Sir Brutus, who had kindly 
offered to use his influence in that behalf; the 
children were tearfiiU for I believe they had 
become sincerely attached to me, as all children 
do to those who keep them in good order. Not 
so the servants; they had looked with longing 
eyes for a return to the good old days when they 
should be allowed once more to act in accordance 
with the dirty dictates of their own wills, which 
Louis Grey and Florence both declared should 
never be the case. 

Arrived in London, Ernest placed me on the 
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railway which was to deposit me at the nearest 
station to Freshfield^ where Angelica's Inxnrious 
carriage was waitmg mj arrival. 

The prospect of a sadden transition from ex- 
treme activity to indolence was painful to contem- 
plate^ and I almost wished myself speeding back 
to diriy Whirlingham; but as subsequent events 
proved^ I had only exchanged one kind of activity 
for another infinitely more exciting and more 
terrible. 
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